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ACROSS THE DESERT OF FIRE; 
OB, 

Frank Reade, Jr.’s Marvelous Trip in a Strange Country. 

By “NONAME.’ 

CHAPTER I. 

AT READESTOWN—A DISTINGUISHED VISITOR. 

Everybody has heard of Frank Reade, Jr., the young 

American inventor and his marvelous triumphs in the con¬ 

struction of air-ships, submarine boats and other marvels. 

Likewise they must have heard of Barney and Pomp, the 

comical Irishman and the jolly negro, who were Frank’s 

adherents and traveling companions to every part of the 

globe. 

In the little city of Readestown deep nestled among the 

hills upon a river navigable to the sea, were the machine 

works of the young inventor. 

Here were developed thb offsprings of his fertile young 

brain, and here gathered at times large delegations from the 

scientific and mechanical unions of the country to inspect 

some new and wonderful triumph. 

And at the opening of our story the usual report had 

gone forth that a new invention had just been perfected. 

And such was the truth. 

The “Electric Privateer” Frank had named it, and it 

was a vehicle designed for travel in a wild country where 

one would be likely to be beset with perils of many sorts. 

Some smart reporters had set the country on fire with 

eulogistic reports of the new triumph. The result was that 

Frank was overwhelmed with a deluge of letters and a host 

of callers. 

The former w-ere generally consigned to the waste basket, 

the latter were seldom allowed to get further than the office 

gate. 

But among those who sought audience with Frank Reade, 

Jr., was one man of remarkable appearance. 

He applied at the gate for admittance and w'as refused. 

His anger was of the torrid sort. 

“By the bones of Columbus !” he roared; “I tell you I'm 

no impostor, but 1 come here upon a serious errand. I am 

Melville Bunce, and there is no corner of the world where 

I have not made my name known.” 

“Can't help it, sah!” said Pomp, firmly, for he was at 

the gate, “it am Marse Frank’s ordahs, sah. Kain't let no 

one in, sah!” 

“Confound your inky picture,” roared the old traveler. 
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“I tell you that he will see me as soon as he hears my name. 

Take my card to him. That's all 1 ask.” 

The manner ol' the man was such that Pomp could not 

refuse. So he replied: 

“Very well, sah! I knows berry well dat he won't see yo', 

sah, but I take yo’ card in jes’ de same.” 

“I’ll take my chances,” said Bunco, as he mopped the 

sweat from his brow, for it was a warm day. 

He was a type of man so much out of the usual run that 

he would have attracted much attention anywhere. 

In frame he was tall and rather portly His features 

were rugged in the extreme, and he wore iron grey side 

whiskers which fell low upon his coat lapels, giving him a 

military and almost fierce aspoct. Ilis eyes were grey and 

.-tern in their penetrating glance, but yet capable of a soft 

light at times. 

He was dressed half in the garb of altraveler fresh from 

the jungles of India or the forests of Africa. He wore a 

cork hat with a veil twisted about it gracefully. He car¬ 

ried a cane which could he converted in an instant into a 

respectable poniard. 

Pomp crossed the yard to Frank's private office with the 

card. 

The young inventor had just arisen from a table covered 

with charts. Pomp appeared in the doorway. 

“Marse Frank, sah.” 

“Well?” said Frank, turning half impatiently. 

“If yo’ please, sah, dar am a man outside as won’ take no 

fo’ an answer, sah-” 

“Tell him I can’t see him. It is impossible. I must 

deny all.” 

“Yes, sah ! 1 tole him dat, but he said yo’ would see him 

when I showed yo’ dis kyard !” 

Frank took the pasteboard. 

“Melville Runce, 

“Globe Trotter. 

“At Home Everywhere. Permanent Nowhere. 

This unique style of address instantly claimed the young 

inventor’s attention. He pondered a moment. 

“Runce!” he mused. “Ah, I remember. He is the fel¬ 

low who single handed hold a small pass in the hills of 

Kurdcstan, again;-! a hundred blood-thirsty Kurds and 

Turks, who wore hot after the lives of some American 

women and children who had sought safety there. That was 

n heroic deed, and his praises were sung in every part of the 

Christian world. Wonder what he wants to sec me for?” 

“He am berry anxious fo’ to see yo’, sah.” 

“Well, he certainly is no crank or bore. He would not 

trouble me except for a good reason. I will see him. Bring 

him here. Pomp.” 

“All right, sah.” 

Away went the darky. 

A moment later he was leading the way for Bunco across 

the yard. 

"I knew mighty well Mr. Reade would never refuse to see 

me!” cried the famous globe trotter as he ascended the 

steps to Frank's office. “I have heard enough of him to rest 

assured that he is a man of liberal views and a broad mind.” 

“Yo’ may be sua-h ob dat, sah,” declared Pomp; “but derc 

am so many triflin’ kind ob people as comes yere an’ wants 

to see him dat he done hah to jes’ refuse dem.” 

“Oh, that is proper,” agreed the groat traveler; “but I 

should not be here if I did not have a very urgent purpose 

in mind.” 

At this moment Pomp ushered Bunco into the office. 

Frank arose and met his visitor. For a moment the two' 

men, each famous before the world, looked into each other's 

eyes, and from that moment they were friends. 

“I am glad to meet you, Mr. Bunee,” said Frank, warmly. 

“The pleasure is mutual,” said the distinguished traveler. 

“Thank you!” 

The two seated themselves with the table between them. 

Pomp went out, closing the door behind him. 

The darky went down into the yard. As he started to 

cross it something struck him in the back of the neck. 

The object was soft and sticky and remained there. For 

a moment the shock disconcerted the coon. 

“Good Ijor’! Wha’ ebber was dat?” he gasped. "I done 

reckon dat was dat fool Fishman.” 

He put his hand up and pulled away a mass of putty, 

soft and sticky. Some one had thrown it with accurate 

aim, and that some one was not far off. 

Pomp knew well enough who it was. 

He and Barney were always skylarking, sometimes one 

getting the best of the argument, sometimes the other. 

The coon gave a swift glance around the yard and in¬ 

stantly settled it. in his mind that his assailant was con¬ 

cealed around the corner of an adjacent building. 

“Golly! 1 jes (lx him,” he muttered. “Jes' vo’ wait, 

now.” 

He pretended to believe that the Irishman was behind a 

pile of boards near and started for them. 

Rut when near the corner of the building he gave a holt 

around it. The result was unexpected by both jokers. 

Barney was just drawing near the corner to hike another 
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look at th.' darky. Pomp dashed around the corner so sud¬ 

denly that a collision ensued. 

'Phis was funny enough for a comic artist. 

Crash! thev met full force, and in the recoil both eat 

down hard. 

“Golly fo’ glory!" gasped Poinp. 

“Tare an’ ages!" ejaculated Barney. “PhwatV shtruck 

inc? Shure Pm kilt." 

“Golly, jee' leinnie git mah ban's on yo’, chile, an’ I done 

make yo' find yo’ was kilted!” cried Pomp, trying to get on 

las feet. 

“ Bejabers, ye’ll niver make me run from yez!” cried Bar¬ 

ney. “ Av it’s a ruction yez want I'm wid yez.’’ 

“What fo’ yo' frow dat bunch ob putty at me fo’?" 

“ 1 trow putty at yez ?” 

“Yah!” 

“It's dhramin’ yez are.” 

“Den it am about time fo’ me to wake up. Clar de track 

dar, chile! 1’se cornin' fo’ yo' dead sure!" 

“I'm reddy fer yez!” 

Both scrambled to their feet. Pomp lowered his head and 

made a rush at Barney. 

The Celt dodged. 

The darky went smash against the brick wall. Such a 

blow would have killed an ordinary man. 

But talk about braining a negro! Nobody ever heard- 

of such .a thing. Pomp whirled and made for the Celt 

again. 

This time Barney was ready and biffed him one above the 

ear. But he only make his knuckles sore. 

The next moment the darky closed with him and a lively 

wrestle followed. 

In this they were an excellent match. It was difficult to 

say which had the best of it. Over and over they rolled all 

over the yard. 

Tugging and panting, each was struggling for the mas¬ 

tery. How long this might have continued it is difficult to 

say, had it not been for an interruption. 

Frank Reade, Jr., and Melville Bunce suddenly appeared 

in the yard. 

“Come, Barney and Pompl” cried the young inventor, 

sharply. “No more of that! I want .you to open the big 

shop shutters. I want to show the Electric Privateer to 

Mr. Bunc-c.” 

In a moment the two jokers were sobered. They were all 

attention now. 

“Yes, sail!” cried Pomp. 

“All roiglit, sor!” shouted Barney, and both dashed away 

to obey orders. 

CHAPTER 11. 

ME1.V1L1.K MUNCI'. S STORY. 

When Bunce seated himself at the table opposite 1-rank, 

the latter began to pile up some charts which he hud there 

laid out. 

The distinguished traveler said : 

“Pardon me; arc those Mercator's charts of South Amer¬ 

ica?” 

“They are,” replied Frank. 

“Then I would beg of you to allow them to remain here 

before us until after 1 have stated the object of my visit.” 

“Certainly,” replied Frank, with some surprise. 

Bunce drew from his pocket a note book, and referred to 

it briefly. Then he said: 

“I am a lover of brevity. I came here, Mr. Reade, upon 

an errand which is of much importance to me, and I might 

say to the world of science.” 

“Yes?” said Frank. 

“I am, as you know’, a world-wide traveler. It is my 

Ivobby. I have-just arrived bv steamer from Buenos Ayres. 

I reached there not three months ago, from a country which 

I assure you, in many respects, is the strangest on earth.” 

Frank was interested. 

“That,” he continued, “is in the land of Patagonia, about 

which so little is known by the world at large. In a part of 

that country I -visited w hat is truly one of the wonders of 

the earth, the Desert of Fire 1” 

“The Desert of Fire!" exclaimed Frank, “that should be 

properly Tierra del Fuego!” 

“No, not exactly! In Tierra del Fuego, it is the pampas 

grasses which give rise to the pseudonym of the Land of 

Fire. But the Desert of Fire is a burning earth or soil 

which burns in sections, clianging its quarter as the com¬ 

bustible material in the soil is exhausted, only to return 

when some queer freak of nature restores it.” 

“Indeed !” exclaimed Frank, “what can this combustible 

material be?” 

“That I cannot truly answer, but I believe it to be a sort 

of inflammable oil which at certain seasons and regular in¬ 

tervals comes up into the upper stratum of the soil, and 

makes food for the flames for quite an extended length of 

time.” 

“What a strange country!” exclaimed Frank. 

“Indeed it is.” 

“Is it a howling wilderness?” 

“On the contrary, there arc wandering tribes of giants 
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which iollow the course of the great tires from oue part 

of the region to the other.” 

“What can they subsist upon?” 

I all grasses immediately spring up after the fire burns 

out, and these secrete myriads of game birds and animals. 

For this reason that hunting is easy, they follow the tires; 

but it sometimes happens that the (ire springs up suddenly 

and environs them, and many of them lose their lives. Ah, 

it is a land of peril and strange interest.” 

“You have interested me greatly,” cried Frank. “It is 

os you say, unlike any other country on earth.” 

“I assure you of that.” 

“And this strange country, you say, is in an unexplored 

part of Patagonia ?” 

“It is.” Bunee drew one of the charts nearer and placed 

his hand upon a certain spot: “there is the region and few 

white men have ever penetrated to the Desert of Fire and 

returned to tell of it.” 

“Then it is a matter of danger to travel in, that coun¬ 

try.” 

“I can assure you it is.” 

“What is the greatest risk?” 

“The people. They are very large and strong and cun¬ 

ning as well. Woe to the white man who happens to fall 

into their savage hands.” 

For a few moments silence reigned. Then Bunee broke it. 

“I may as well come to the point, Mr. Reade,” he said. 

“I have just returned from Patagonia and an unsuccessful 

attempt to cross the Desert of Fire. I failed and found 

the project impossible with ordinary means of conveyance. 

I had no sooner landed in New York than I heard of you 

and your wonderful inventions. At once I decided to come 

and see you. Now you meditate a trip of adventure to some 

unexplored part of the world with your Electric Privateer. 

Why not cross the Desert of Fire?” 

The argument of the illustrious traveler was made quiet¬ 

ly but earnestly. It had a strong effect upon Frank. 

For a moment he was thoughtful. Then he said : 

“Do you think it would be safe to attempt to cross the 

Desert of Fire with the Privateer?” 

“From what I have heard of your invention I should say 

it would be the only possible way of accomplishing that 

feat.” 

“We need fear nothing but the fire.” 

“Oh, we could keep out of the way of that. It- would be 

easy enough. Mr. Reade, if you will only entertain the 

project, 1 promise you that you will never be sorry. 1 am 

willing to subscribe largely toward the expenses-” 

“No!” said Frank, shortly. “You will not do that, Mr. 

Bunee. It would be no more expensive for me to go to Pata¬ 

gonia than it would to South Africa, where I had thought of 
going!” 

“Ah, then your trip is all mapped out. I do not wish to t 

interfere-” 

“And you are not,” interrupted Frank. “1 will say this, 

Mr. Bunee. 1 am deeply interested in your project of 

crossing the strange Desert of Fire. I will entertain the 

proposition seriously and will let you know my decision 

within two days.” 

The distinguished traveler arose. 

“Thank you heartily, Mr. Reade,” he said, fulsomelv: 

“this is very generous of you. I shall hope your decision 

will be favorable. Until I hear from you I will wish you 

good-by.” 

“One moment,” said Frank; “would you not like to take 

a look at the Privateer?” i 

“Indeed I would,” cried Bunee, with delight. 

“Come with me, then.” 

Thus it happened that they left the office together, and 

just in time to interrupt the wrestling match of Barney and 

Pomp. 

In a very few moments these two jokers had the big shut¬ 

ters removed, and light shone into the store-house upon the 

new machine. 

Bunee saw a wonderful vehicle before him, as he entered , 

the high roofed building. 

It rested upon four wheels with movable gear, so that the 

machine could be steered in any direction with ease. 

The shape of the Privateer was cylindrical and tapering 

to a point, in front. The shell or body was of steel, imper¬ 

vious to an ordinary bullet. The travelers were compara¬ 

tively safe therefore from the shots of a foe. 

In the body were three large observation windows on each 

side- These were of plate-glass and protected by bullet¬ 

proof wire screens. Doors opened upon a deck fore and aft, ( 

and there was a rear door with steps. 

Upon the top of the shell was a dome or tower with loop¬ 

holes for the use of rifles in case of necessary defence. A 

deck with a guard rail extended from this to the rear. There 

was also a railed deck forward, extending part way to the 

pilot-house. 

A search-light of enormous candle power was upon the 

upper deck. Forward at the extreme bow was a platform 

which held a dynamite gun, a wonderfully deadly weapon 

of Frank’s own peculiar invention. 

This was operated by pneumatic force, and could throw a 

dynamite shell fully a mile. The gun was very light, con¬ 

sisting simply of the discharging tube of thinnest steel. 



ACROSS THH DESERT OK FIRE. 
r> 

$ 

' 

# 

This was a meagre description of the exterior of the 

Privateer. The interior was more wonderful yet. 

The main tloor, or cabin, was furnished luxuriously. 

There were a number of compartments for various uses, 

such as sleeping berths, dining compartment, cooking gal¬ 

ley, pilot-house, store room, gun room or armory, and en¬ 

gine room. 

All were perfectly equipped. The pilot-house held the 

steering gear and electric keyboard by which the electric 

engines were controlled. 

For the motive power of the Privateer was electricity, 

derived from a storage system which was the invention of 

Frank Reade, Jr. 

The electrical engines were a triumph of inventive ge¬ 

nius. Bunce particularly dwelt upon these. 

He was astounded at the thoroughness of construction 

Privateer to New York with all stores to-morrow. Will sail 

earliest possible day. Be ready. 

“Yours ever, Frank Reade. Jr. 

The sensations experienced by Melville Bunce can hardly 

be expressed in words when that message was received. 

To say that he was delighted would be a mild statement, 

lie instantly made himself ready. 

Perhaps the most excited and delighted of any were Bar- 

nev and Pomp. They foresaw lively times and nothing 

suited them better than wild adventure and travel. 

CHAPTER III. 

and appointment of the Privateer. 

“Mr. Reade,” he said earnestly, when the inspection was 

concluded, “this does credit to your wonderful brain. I 

have never seen anything to equal it as an invention.” 

“Thank you,” said Frank, simply. “1 am glad you like 

it.” 

“It is one of the wonders of this age.” 

“That is putting it a little strong,” laughed Frank. 

“Wait first until you see it work.” 

“ I have no need to do that. I can see all that now.” 

By this time they had reached the gates'. 

Bunce gripped Frank’s hand. 

“I am going back to New York on to-night’s train,” he 

said. “ I hope to hear from you in two days, and favorably.” 

Then he was gone. 

Frank returned to his office and fell to studying his 

charts. Then he sent a telegram to a prominent ship-owner 

in New York; the reply was as follows: 

ON THE PAMPAS. 

Everybody knows that Patagonia is at the extreme south¬ 

ern point of South America. It tapers down to the waters 

of Magellan. 

The little steamer Lucy had made a quick and successful 

voyage. She lay off the Patagonian coast one July day, look¬ 

ing for a secure little harbor. 

This was soon found and there she anchored. Then be¬ 

gan the work of taking the Privateer ashore. 

Of course it was packed in sections and rafts were built 

to float them ashore in lieu of lighters. 

But all was safely accomplished at last. A good landing 

spot was found, and the machine was ready to be construct¬ 

ed. This Barney and Pomp were able to do under Frank's 

instruction. 

The Lucy then weighed anchor and sailed away to Buenos 

Ayres. There she was to await the return of the adventur- 

, “Frank Reade, Jr., Readestown—I will charter you the 

steamer Lucy, to carry your machine and party to Buenos 

Ayres or further to Cape Horn, for the sum of two thousand 

dollars. Please advise me by return wire. 

“Yours, etc-., Freeman, French & Co., 

“South American Steamer Line.” 

- < Before midnight Frank had answered the dispatch. Be¬ 

fore noon of the next day he sent the following message to 

Melville Bunc-e: 
R* 

“Readestown, June 10th, 18— 

Dear Bunce—I have decided to cross the Desert of Fire. 

Have chartered steamer Lucy for Patagonia. We ship the 

ers. 

Melville Bunce was in high feather. His cherished scheme 

seemed likely of being well accomplished at last and noth¬ 

ing could suit him better. 

He rendered Frank all the aid possible in putting the dif¬ 

ferent parts of the Privateer together. 

It required several days to accomplish this, but finally all 

was done and the machine was ready to travel. 

The stores were placed aboard, and all made ready for the 

start. 

All this while nothing was seen or heard of any natives or 

other inhabitants of the region. 

If such were in the neighborhood they did not show up. 

This was fortunate for our travelers. 

For the Patagonian natives are not always friendly to the 
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civilized beings who venture to visit their country. How¬ 

ever, once aboard the Privateer, our adventurers had little 

to fear. 

1 he region visible troni their position on the shore was 

intensely rugged and mountainous. However, the start was 

sopn made. 

Along the base ol high cliffs the .Privateer ran southward 

for some miles. Then a chance was found io scale them. 

Once upon their summit a good view to the interior as 

well as seaward was to be had. 

A long range of rocky hills frowned down upon them, but 

Melville Bunce said: 

“Those will disappear as we go on. We have only to find 

a pass through them. Beyond we shall come to the open 

country and the pampas.” 

“Very good,” said Frank: “it is a forsaken region, is it 

not?” 

“Indeed it is; but once in view' of the pampas things will 

look better.” v 

Bunce now directed the course of the Privateer. Alter 

some search a pass was found through the hills. 

Through this the Privateer very quickly ran. 

It emerged upon a high plateau, and here the first vege¬ 

tation w’as seen. 

There were great groves of beech and oak. 

These wrere rarely beautiful and pristine. For the first 

time also various species of wild game were seen. 

“Well, this looks more inviting,” cried Frank; “I fancy 

we shall find Patagonia not such a bad place after all.” 

“I assure you that is true,” cried Bunce; “it has many 

charms despite its forsaken environments.” 

The Privateer rolled on through beech glades, and along 

the banks of picturesque streams. 

Upon every hand now inviting scenes were presented. 

But all this was soon to change. 

The verge of the plateau was finally reached. Here was 

found a descent where wild cattle had worn a path. Down 

this tlie machine descended gradually tor a thousand feet. 

The scene spread to view was a most remarkable one. 

As far as the eve could reach the boundless pampas wore 

spread to view. 

In section^ they were white as driven snow with the dense 

pollen of tlie pampas grasses which grew to an enormous 

height. In other places fire had swept over the level ex¬ 

panse, leaving a blackened lloor. 

The hubs of the Privatcer’H wheels had been provided 

with keen revolving blades. But yet Frank Hid not care to 

enter the Pampas gras- sn long as lie could avoid it. 

So lie set out across the burned district. The floor of the 

plain was solid and easily bore the machine. No soft : 

marshes or quagmires seemed to prevail. 

On ran the machine at full speed. 

Upon a favorable course such as this, the Privateer could I 

run easily at a forty mile an hour clip. This would enable I 

them to go a long way iu the course of a week or teu days. 

Bunco reckoned that it would take about tliat length of 

time to reach the Desert of Fire. 

Barney presided at the wheel and the keyboard most ol 

the time, while Pomp looked after the cooking galley and 

the living apartments. 

Frank and Bunce were kept busy taking observations and 

changing the course of the machine when necessary. • 

Many strange scenes were witnessed as the Privateer ran 

on over the scorched plains. 

All manner of animals and birds lurked in the pampas 

grass. There were dangerous animals, the panther and the 1 

pampas cat. a small species of wild eat. However, these 

never ventured to openly attack the Privateer. 

Several of them were shot at long range by the voyagers, 

and Barney and Pomp preserved their skins. 

At night camp was always made beside some pleasant 

stream of water or in a clump of frees. The Privateer could 

have easily traveled by means of her search-light. 

But Frank did not deem it best or safe to do so; besides, 

all were obliged to have a necessary quota of sleep. < 

Thus far nothing had been seen of a human being other 

than themselves. 

But one evening they had paused for camp in a small tree- 

encircled space, when Bunce, on alighting from the Priva¬ 

teer, gave an exclamation. 

“Ileigho!” he cried; “what is all this? It looks as if a 

caravan had stopped here!” 

“What?” exclaimed Frank in amazement. “Human'foot¬ 

prints !” 

“That is true!” 

“There are other travelers hereabouts." 

“So it seems.” 

Surprised beyond measure, all now began to examine the 

marks. There was no denying the fact. 

A body of men and horses had camped upon the spot not 

many hours previous. Also, it was plain that they were 

not aborigines. 

The heel marks were made by men who wore heavy boot*. 

Also a tent had been pitched, and the debris of a well-cooked 

meal was found. 

They were provided with Imrses—probably Argentine 

ponies. 
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Frank looked at Bunco, and the latter appeared puzzled. 

"What do you make of it?" asked the young inventor. 

••Well. 1 have two conclusions,” replied the distinguished 

i raveler. 

“Ah!” 

"First, they may he an exploring party like ourselves, 

bent upon crossing the Desert of Fire. But if so. I can safe¬ 

ly predict that with their present equipment they will never 

live to return from such a foolhardy enterprise. 

Frank was interested. 

"Can they be Americans?” he asked. 

"In that case, they probably are. Rut there is another 

hypothesis.” 

“What is it?” 

“They may not be explorers. Sometimes the gaucheros 

or cattlemen of Argentine make a trip down this way to 

round up a stray herd of wild cattle. If they are from the 

Argentine they know their business and will not attempt to 

penetrate too far into this region.” 

"How shall we know?” 

Far out over the wide expanse he -aw it flickering light. 

It did not spread or increase to betoken a fire in the pam¬ 

pas grass. 

But it remained stationary. After watching it intently 

for some while the distinguished traveler muttered : 

“That can be but one thing and that is a camp fire !’’ 

“Do you think so?” said a voice at his elbow. It was 

Frank Keade, Jr., who had joined him. 

“I am sure of it!” 

The two men gazed intently at the distant tire. Both 

were intensely excited and deeply interested. 

That other men, perhaps of their own nationality, were 

also in this wild out-of-the-way part of the world could not 

fail lo excite their interest and sympathy and create a de¬ 

sire to meet and talk with them. 

CHAPTER IV. 

“We shall not, unless wo happen to run across them. It 

may be that they arc within a very few miles of us. They 

will ride over this country until they find a trail of wild 

cattle. They will then try to round them up and make a 

drive for the Argentine." 

“At least,” said Frank, “we can have nothing to fear 

from them.” 

“ I don’t know about that. Some of these Argentine herd¬ 

ers are lawless. It would be well not to trust them too far.” 

“We will then keep a lookout and be on our guard." 

“Just so.” 

Pomp soon had a smoking meal ready, and the adven¬ 

turers partook of it with relish. It made them feel like 

new men. 

After this was over Barney produced a genuine Irish 

fiddle. He was an adept with the bow. 

He played all manner of lively Irish airs. This was good 

entertainment. 

"Huh!” said Pomp; “dat I’ishman uin’ gwine to outdo 

dis chile; jes’ yo’ min’ dat.” 

So the coon quickly appeared with the banjo. 

He could fairly make this instrument talk, and he sang 

with great effect all manner of plantation songs. 

tor this he was roundly encored. Thus the balmy even¬ 

ing passed very enjoyably to all. 

After the songs were over, however, it occurred to Bunce 

to walk out beyond the circle of beeches and take a. look at 

the plain. 

fhis he did and the result was a startling discover)'. 

THE I’KOSI’ECTOKS. 

Tho same thought came to Frank that came to Melville 

Bunce. The latter guessed this. 

“I would like to know who is by that carup-lire!” he said. 

“So would I!” declared Frank. 

“ Do you mean it ?” 

“I do.” 

"Then why not make an effort to ascertain who they are?" 

Frank hesitated a moment. 

It seemed quite an undertaking to break up camp for an 

uncertainty of this sort. 

But even while they were considering the step, a solution 

of the difficulty came unsought. 

A rustling sound was heard in the pampas grass near, and 

a huge form appeared to view. For a moment it was an un- 

distinguishable, unknown monster. 

Then Frank and Bunce both recognized the outlines of a 

horse and rider. 

“Great Hannibal!” exclaimed Bunce. “Who the deuce is 

there ?” 

“Hoy thar!” said a hoarse voice. “Who are ye, auv- 

way ?” 

“We are Americans!” replied Frank’. “What are you?" 

“I'm a native of old Kaintuck. yew bet!" replied the 

horseman, “but wbat on airlh are yew doin’ of here?" 

“Wo are explorers!” replied Frank. 

“The deuce you say! Wall, so are we. I kin sav!” 
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"That settles it!” cried Bunco- “is that your camp-fire 

out yonder ?” 

“It is.” 

“Well, we have been wondering what on earth it was.” 

An we seen jour light and also wondered what it was. 

Wall, 1 jist saddled my hoss an’ rode out hyar tew find out. 

My name is Hank Hayden, at yer service.” 

That settles it, cried Frank. “Como into camp, Mr. 

Hayden. Are you alone?” 

“Yas.” 

“ Come in where we can see each other and talk matters 

over. It seems strange to meet one’s own countrymen down 

in this out-of-the-way part of the world.” 

“Wall, that’s a fact,” declared Hayden, the Kentuckian, 

as he reined his horse into the glade. 

He threw himself from the saddle and stood revealed in 

the glare of the search-light. 

He was of medium height with a well-knit frame, and 

keen, rugged cast of features. He was dressed in the garb 

of a frontiersman, and was armed to the teeth. 

He regarded Frank and Bunce in amazement, and then 

exclaimed: 

“Tenderfoots, by thunder!” 

Bruce laughed. 

“Not so tender as you think,” he cried. “Were you ever 

in Patagonia before ?” 

“Never.” 

“Well, then, it is you who are the tenderfoot. I have 

spent ten years in this part of the world.” 

“Wall, you wear pooty good store clothes fer that sort of 

thing, I’ll sw’ar.” 

“That may be, but we travel in far different shape from 

you. Come here and I’ll show you the vehicle we travel in." 

Hayden could not believe his eyesight. 

“Great heifers,1”he gasped, “what sort of a prairie schoon¬ 

er is that?” 

“This is the Electric Privateer,” said Bunco, “and it was 

invented and designed by Mr. Reade here, for the purpose of 

crossing the Desert of Fire.” 

“The Desert of Fire?” cried Hank, clutching Bunco’s 

arm. “Are yew goin’ thar?” 

“We arc.” 

“So are we!” 

“What?” cried Bunce; “on horseback? You are mad. 

You will never live to get back.” 

“So they told us,” said Hank, “but thet’s all right. I’ve 

trapped and prospected all over Arizony in ther ’Pash 

country, an' I ain't tlier kind of a chicken to be skccred 

easy.” 

“How many arc in your party?” 

“Four on us.” 

“What are you trying to reach the Desert of Fire for?” 

Gold, rhar s a rich lot of it on Fire Creek, as an old 

miner told us as knows. We’ve got the claim located, an’ 1 

are goin' thar to work it.” 

“Do you know anything about the dangers of this coun¬ 

try?” asked Bunce, seriously. 

“Wall, I’ve hcern tell about ther giants an' sich like. 

But I’ll stake my hat they ain’t no wuss nor ther cussed 

Apaches.” 

“Ihat may be,” said Bunce, slowly. “I must say your 

grit counts for a good deal. But there are only four of you, 

and weight of numbers alone would count against you.” 

“We ain’t lookin’ fer any trap,” replied Hayden, “but by 

the way, are yew arter gold, too?” 

“Oh, no,” replied Bunce. “We are only on an exploring 

tour.” 

“But what better off are yew than us ? Whar’s yer bosses 

fer haulin’ thet big waggin?” 

“We don’t require any horses to haul it.” 

“Eh?” ejaculated Hayden. 

“It goes by electricity and we have no trouble in direct¬ 

ing it anywhere we please. Come aboard and we’ll show you 

how it works.” 

The prospector was dumfounded. 

Ho followed! Bunce and Frank aboard the Privateer. ' 

They showed him over it, and explained its mechanism as 

much to his comprehension as possible. 

But he could not understand the principle of the dyna¬ 

mos. 

“That’s tew deep fer me, pards,” he declared. “I’m 

willin’ tewr own I'm beat. Yew are all right.” 

Hayden gave the mpnes of his companions as Col. James 

Codman, Abe Harley and John Maars. 

All were miners except Col. Codman, who had furnished 

the money for the expedition. 

Certainly the party had pluck in attempting such a haz¬ 

ardous project, and Bunce declared that they had thus far 

played in luck. 

“Why,” lie said, “these Patagonian giants are dreadful 

foes. They would easily wipe you out.” 

“Wall,” said Hayden, desperately, “thet's mighty dis¬ 

couragin’. Why kain’t we caravan with yew until we reach 

tlier gold claim ?” 

“You can,” agreed Frank readily; “but-” 

“What?” 

“Can your horses keep up with the Privateer?" 

“Duuno! How far dew yew eulc’lutc tew run in a day?” 
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horseman was seen to leap into the pathway of light. He 
“At least a hundred miles.” 

“Kaiu't keep it up nohow. Our ponies are from the Ar¬ 

gentine an’ hardy, but no hoss livin cud do tliet. 

“That is true,” agreed Frank. 

Then there was silence for some moments, frank turned 

to Bunce. 

“I suppose,” he said, “that we might slack our speed a 

little until we reach their gold claim." 

“It is just as you say, Frank,” replied Bunce. “Yours is 

the privilege.” 

“Very well. Ride back and bring your party up to our 

camp, Mr. Hayden; we will make common cause for a 

time.” 

“Thank you mightily,” declared the Kentuckian, leaping 

down from the Privateer's deck. “I'll bring em‘ right over 

in a jiffy.” 

A few moments later the clatter of his horses’s hoofs was 

heard as he dashed away over the plain. 

“We surely could do no less for him!” declared Frank. 

"They are Americans, and it would be uncharitable to leave 

them to a possible fate of terrible sort.” 

“It. beats me!” said Bunce. “No four other men but 

American miners would have attempted such a foolhardy 

thing. I hope they will succeed !” 

Barney and Pomp had been interested listeners. 

“ Golly!” remarked the coon, as he turned a handspring. 

“I jes’ hopes we hab a lily bit ob a chaince at some ob dem 

giants. I done find we jes' make dem berry tired.” 

“Begorra, wan shot frum the electric gun wud wipe out 

ivery wan av thim!” declared Barney. 

Certainly it seemed as if those aboard the Privateer had 

little to fear. 

“Indeed!” said Bunce, “we may have to take those fel¬ 

lows aboard to save their lives!” 

Frank shrugged his shoulders. 

“That will hardly do,” he said. “I cannot undertake to 

carry more people aboard the Privateer. I cannot take any 

of them aboard save in a ease of the direst necessity.” 

The search-light had been turned upon the distant camp¬ 

fire. For a mile it made a pathway of brightest light over 

the pampas floor. 

For a time Hayden was seen galloping in this pathway, 

then he disappeared beyond the scope of the search-light’s 

glare. 

Some time passed. All were watching for the appearance 

ol the search-light’s path. 

The distant camp-fire flickered and went out. But yet 

the miners did not appear. 

Instead a thrilling thing happened. Suddenly a single 

was riding furiously. 

“It is Hayden coming back!” declared Bunce. 

“He is alone?” 

“Yes.” 

“What can that mean? Why are not the others with 

him ?” 

“I can't imagine. My soul! just see the man ride! Why, 

do you suppose there is anything wrong, Frank?” 

For a moment horror fell upon the souls of all. They 

watched the oncoming horseman intently. 

Hayden was riding madly, and his every gesture was that 

of fear. Nearer he drew. 

The horse he bestrode was fleet and sure. So it was not 

so very long until he dashed into the little glade. 

He fairly tumbled from his saddle and made a rush for 

the steps of the Privateer. 

His face was deathly pale, his manner distraught, and as 

he was met at the gangway by Frank and Bunce, he hoarse¬ 

ly cried: 

“Souls of ther saints! It’s all over with flier boys! 

Friends, I’m ther only one left.” 

“What!” cried Frank, in tones of horror, “has anything 

serious befallen your friends ?” 

“Ther worst, pardner!” cpied Hayden, huskily. “I’m 

ther only one left of ther crowd. Ther rest of ’em—rest 

ther souls—are dead!” 

CHAPTER V 

ON THE TRAIL. 

The full effect of this announcement upon his hearers 

Hayden was never able to realize. They were held utterly 

spellbound. 

“My soul!” exclaimed Bunce; “do you mean that?” 

“I do, pard,” replied Hayden. 

“They are dead ?” 

“Leastwise two of them. Abe an’ John are dead, fer I 

seen their bodies. But ther colonel. I cudn’t find him. 

Mebbe he was taken away!” 

“The giants!” cried Bunco in a tremor; “it was their 

dreadful work!” 

“It was ther work of devils be sure!” cried Tlavden: 

“why, yew never seen an Injun do sich a thing. Thev were 

literally cut all tew pieces!” 



10 ACROSS THE DESERT OF FIRE. 

“Oh. the giants are devoid of anything like feeling or 

mercy,’’ declared Bunce; “I told you what they were!” 

“Wall!” cried Hayden with sudden malevolence, “my 

curse upon them! They hev butchered'my best friends an' 

by ther soul of my grandfather. I’ll have vengeance upon 

them. They shall pay fer it in blood, if Hank Hayden has 

tew remain in this condemned kentry forever tew do it." 

1 lie prospector was evidently deadly in earnest. The 

lorce of his emotions can very readily be imagined—and 

was not to be wondered at. 

“Well, ’ said frank, “what is to be done? Ought we not 

to pursue the murderers ?” 

“I should say so!” cried Bunce, “they ought to pay for 

it. And there is Colonel Oodruan—do you think he was 

taken away a prisoner, Hayden?” 

“ I do!” replied the prospector, earnestly. “ For some rea¬ 

son or other 1 don’t believe they killed him.” 

“Perhaps we can rescue him !” 

Tliis was enough. 

Common sentiments of humanity, aside from human in¬ 

terest, demanded that lively steps be taken. In a few mo¬ 

ments the Privateer was under way for the scene. 

Hayden let his horse go and remained aboard the Priva¬ 

teer. It rapidly drew nearer the scene of the slaughter. 

Bunce’s declaration had been fearfully verified. 

“I tell you,” he declared, “many have tried to run the 

gauntlet and reach the Desert of Fire in an ordinary man¬ 

ner, but few have succeeded. These giants are a fearful foe 

to contend with.” 

"But is it not possible to cope with them on anything like 

even terms?” asked Frank. 

"That would depend on circumstances. They arc very 

powerful, can run as many miles a day as a horse, arc born 

strategists, as keen as an Australian bushman and always 

strike a blow in the dark. You seldom see one of them in 

the daytime. They are adepts at hiding. Their weapons 

are deadly arrows thrown by strong bows, and a keen copper 

ax with which they can kill at nearly sixty yards. A white 

man would stand no show whatever at close quarters with 

one of them.” 

All listened to this description of the pampas wild man 

with the deepest interest. 

“Well,” said Hayden as he drew a hand across his wet 

brow, “I never would hev believed thet any giant or Injin 

would hev fooled old Abe Harley or .Tack Maars. But they 

did. I reckon all thet saved me was bein’ out of ther camp 

at ther time.” 

At this moment Barney brought the Privateer to a halt. 

They had c°me in sight of the late camp of the prospec¬ 

tors, and where the fearful tragedy had occurred. 

The search-light made all as plain as day. It. was seen 

that. Hayden had not exaggerated the affair. 

There were the dead men just as the giants had left them. 

They were horribly mutilated. But to the best of their 

ability the Privateer’s people collected the remains and gave 

them decent burial. 

The ponies had been stampeded, and the entire camp 

equipment carried away by the wild men. 

Nothing was to be seen of them. 

If they were in the vicinity they were keeping very low 

and very quiet. 

A consultation was held as to what it was best to do. 

It seemed certain that Col. Codman had been carried 

away a prisoner. Why they had spared his life it was not *' 

easy to say. 

Of course there was a bare possibility that he had escaped 

and was in hiding somewhere. But it was more likely that 

he was a captive. 

Ot course to effect his rescue was the only move to con¬ 

sider. But how to go to work to do this wa's a question. 

Our adventurers thus had found work cut out for them 

almost upon landing on Patagonian soil. 

And it looked as if the work would be of an exciting and 

lively kind. 

This suited Barney and Pomp. 

“Golly!” cried the coon, “I jes’ like fo‘ to fin’ a chaince to 

use dat dynamite gun on dem rascals. 1 done beliebe I cud 

blow do whole ob dem into de clouds.” 

“Begorra, yez cud do that wid yer tongue, naygur,’’ 

chaffed Barney. 

The coon shook his head aggressively. 

“Wha’ am dat vo’ say?” he cried, angrily; “don’ vo’ gib 

me none ob yo’ sass now, I'isli!” 

“Phwat are yez goin’ to do about it?” 

“ I done show yo’ pooty quick, sail!” 

It is likely that there would have been a lively ruction 

between the two jokers then and there but for Frank Rcadc. 

Jr. 

“Come, boys, none of. that," lie cried, authoritatively, 

“there is a serious matter in hand just now.” 

The result of the consultation between Hayden, Bunce 

and Frank was that it was decided to take a coast around 

the locality and trv to ferret out the giants with the search¬ 

light. 

Failing in this, they would return by daylight and get the 

trail of the wild men. 
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Hayden had lived on the plains long enough to be an ex- 

, porienced hand on a trail. 

So all clambered aboard. 

Frank took the wheel and Barney manipulated the scarch- 

i* light. Hayden and Bunco remained constantly at his 

shoulder. 

Thus they traveled over the plain for hours. 

Even’ effort was made to find the murderous crew, but it 

was all in vain. Not. a clew was gained. 

Morning came at last. 

Then the deserted camp was sighted, and the Privateer 

returned thither. Liayden alighted and began to locate the 

trail. 

This was difficult at first. The horses in stampeding, had 

‘ marked the soil in all directions, so that it was nol always 

easy to distinguish. 

But finally the Westerner did manage to get the right I trail. He followed it for fully a mile. 

Then it was lost at the verge of a burnt tract. Do his 

best, Hayden could not find it again. 

“I’ll give it up, pards,” he cried, finally; “it beats me out 

an' out."’ 

The trail was leading to the westward when lost, so it was 

decided to follow in that direction. 

The Privateer was put to its best speed across the pam¬ 

pas. How far the giants could have traveled that night with 

r>' their prisoner it was not easy to say. 

Twenty or a few more miles was, however, a safe estimate. . 
It did not take the Privateer long to run this distance. 

And this brought the travelers to a change of topography. 

The level pampas merged into a vast upland of beech and 

oak. 

Beyond this there extended a rugged range of hills far to 

the northward. Bunce studied them with a glass. 

“Those are the Los Pinos Hills,” he declared. “If we 

skirt their base for fifty miles we reach the verge of the 

' Desert of Fire.” 

“Indeed!” said Frank; “then we have not much farther 

to go.” 

“Ah, but the rest of the way is difficult. We shall enter a 

rough region, and one thickly infested with perils.” 

“Do you think the captors of Codman have gone that 

way?” 
t 

“It is my belief that they are in hiding somewhere in 

these) hills. I know that this is a favorite stamping ground 

* of the wild men.” 

“How would it do to make a search for their trail here¬ 

abouts ?” 

" Tt would be a very good idea. Where is Hayden ? Alt!” 

Ill' 

Bunce clutched Frank’s arm. lie pointed to an angle in 

the mountain wall, distant some little way. 

From behind Ibis an animal had bounded into view. It 

was a riderless horse. 

Astounded, the two men regarded the animal for some 

moments until Hayden cried : 

“By beavers! thet’s one of our stray hosscs. How did it 

get hyar ?” 

The Privateer's men looked at each other questioninglv. 

But almost in that same moment the answer came. 

From behind the same angle in the wail there bounded 

forth a man of enormous stature. 

That he was one of the Patagonian giants was certain. 

He held a long rope in his hand, which lie threw about the 

neck of the horse. p 

“Hooray!” cried Hayden wildly, “thar's one of ther 

chaps ! Let's git after him lively.” 

But for a moment the adventurers gazed curiously at 

the Patagonian native. 

He was certainly a strange-looking barbarian. A perfect 

giant in frame, he was half dressed in the skins of beasts. 

His hair and heard were black and hung in long, matted 

locks down over his breast and shoulders. 

There was something terrifying in his appearance, even 

more so than in the ordinary barbarian. 

But Frank placed his hand on the wheel and sent the 

Privateer forward at a sw ift pace. 

Before the wild man had become conscious of the nearness 

of his foes they were almost upon him. 

But the instant he perceived the Privateer he made start¬ 

lingly quick action. With a terrific bound he left the horse 

and vanished behind the angle in the cliff wall. 

Then a startling thing happened. On the instant from 

every covert near a legion of the wild men sprang and 

rushed upon the machine, w’ith mad fury. 

CHAPTER VI. 

THE POCKET IN THE HIELS. 

.So swift and unlooked for was the onslaught of the Pata¬ 

gonians that those aboard the Privateer had literally no time 

to act. 

Before Frank could recover himself they had reached the 

rail, and a number of them even sprang on the deck. 

Melville Bunce was the first to act, and lie shouted: 
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“Look out, everybody! They’ll get the upper hand of 

us!” 

Barney and Pomp sprang to their rifles. 

The outer door of the machine was wide open. 

One of the giants actually reached it, but Barney shot 

him at the threshold. Then the Celt hurled the door shut 

and barred it. 

Frank started the machinery, but the Privateer could not 

move. 

Instantly upon reaching her the giants had trigged the 

wheels with enormous bowlders. She was anchored fast and 

wholly unable to move. 

The situation was for a moment a desperate one. 

Had Frank been told beforehand that lie could be taken 

so completely off his guard he would not have believed it. 

At such close quarters, too, were the giants that the elec¬ 

tric gun could not reach them. But little execution could 

be done with the rifles from the difficulty of getting an 

accurate range. 

What was to be done? 

Bunce was in despair. 

“I told you these fellows were terrible foes,” he declared; 

“they will get the best of us.” 

The giants were dealing the doors and screened windows 

terrible blows with their axes and doing their best to force 

an entrance. It was likely that they would soon succeed 

unless severe measures were adopted to prevent. 

Barney and Pomp had gone up into the dome and wero 

firing upon the foe from that perch. Hayden was helping 
4 

them. 

But still the giants seemed to have altogether the upper 

hand, and Bunce was in a paroxysm, when Frank decided 

upon the only move left him wherewith to repel the foe. 

He called loudly for all to come into the pilot-house. 

Then he produced some curious little stools with glass 

legs. Each of them was covered with plush. 

“Each of you get upon one of these stools,” he com¬ 

manded, “then leave the rest to me. Tf you step off the 

stool once until 1 give the word for you to do so, the result 

may bo fatal.” 

Barney and Pomp knew what was coming. The others, 

however, could only guess. 

All stood around the pilot-house on the glass stools, while 

the giants were trying to beat their way into the cabin. 

But Frank was as cool as could lie imagined; the situa¬ 

tion ilid not seem to disturb him. 

He stood upon one of the stools himself, and then made 

a quick connection of several wires. 

The hull of the Privateer was of steel; so also was the 

deck—and in fact almost everything else about her. 

So the moment Frank made his connections, which were 

so arranged that the full force of the dynamos could be 

transferred to the steel body of the machine, he played a 

winning card. 

Of course to come in contact with the deck or any part of 

the hull, meant a tremendous electric shock. The result was 

as comic as it was sweeping and relieving to the minds of 

the travelers. 

The Patagonians were hurled in every direction by the 

unseen force. 

It was impossible for any one of them to maintain his 

position, and they went tumbling in all directions. 

Some of them were almost instantly killed; others were 

rendered unconscious. 

They were extremely plucky and did not seem to under¬ 

stand the cause of the rebuff. 
\ 

When they did fathom the cause, half their number lay 

upon the ground dead or insensible. 

This was too much for the ignorant barbarians. As¬ 

tounded, if not terrified, they shunned contact with the ma¬ 

chine. 

The battle was over. It was a victory for the travelers. 

The surviving giants began hastily to drag their dead and 

wounded away. Barney and Pomp were fusilading them, 

.but Frank ordered them to desist. 

“Let them take away their dead and wounded,” he cried. 

“We don’t want them in our way. I guess we have satisfied 

them.” 

Bunce could hardly contain himself. He was more than 

delighted. 

“I never saw the beat of that,” he cried. “Why, I was 

sure we were whipped out and out. I expected that we 

would all fall victims to the axes of those heathens.” 

“We may yet,” said Frank, with a grim smile, “but not if 

we can help it.” 

The Patagonian giants had dragged their dead' and 

wounded away by this time. The travelers were now in a 

position to observe a surprising fact. 

As fast as the giants removed their dead companions they 

vanished in a narrow aperture in the mountain wall. That 

this led to their den or retreat was quite certain. 

“ I'll wager that is where they have taken Col. Hodman!” 

cried Bunco. “We ought to find out." 

“Yer right, pard,” agreed Hayden. “An' if you'll wait 

fer me I'll try to find a way to git in tliar!” 

“No!” said Frank, decisively, “that would be foolhardy. 

We will adopt a safer course.” 
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“Eli?" exclaimed Hayden in surprise, “how do ye make 

that out?” 

“I’ll show you.” 

Frank ran the Privateer up to within twenty yards of the 

aperture in the cliff. Not a Patagonian was in sight any¬ 

where. 

The young inventor studied the crevice in the wall of rock 

for a few moments and then said: 

The trigging bowlders hail been taken away from tlm 

wheels of the machine. Frank ran it back one hundred loot 

from the cliff. 

Then he fired another shell, and another. Each widened 

the breach and reduced the cliff to fragments. 

This method of battering down the intervening wall was 

certain to prove a success. Every moment the aperture 

grew larger. 

“I have an idea.” 

“Eh!” exclaimed Bunce. “What is it, Frank?” 

"1 don't believe there is any cavern in there.” 

Bunce looked astonished. 

“You don't?” 

“No!” 

“What is it then?” 

In a very short space the entire wall had been blown away 

by the dynamite and a passage cleared. Into Ihis the 

Privateer ran. 

Open space was seen beyond, thus bearing out F rank s 

hypothesis. By following a winding pass the Privateer 

came out into the pocket or valley. 

It, covered a dozen acres or more, and was surrounded by 

“I think there is an open valley or pocket in the hills 

beyond this cliff. Notice how sheer its ascent, and at the 

summit there seems nothing beyond it.” 

“By Jupiter, you are right,” agreed Bunce; “it looks that 

way.” 

“ I believe there is only a thin wall of stone between us 

and that pocket. It makes a good hiding-place for the 

Patagonians.” 

' “Thet’s powerful queer if it’s true, pard !” declared Hay¬ 

den, “but you’d better let me go and find out.” 

“That is a plucky proposal,” said Frank, “but I fear it 

would be folly. You would lose your life immediately upon 

entering the place!” 

“ But what else can we do ?” 

Frank studied the wall of the cliff a moment and then 

said: 

“I'll tell you. We will try and blow our way through.” 

“Blow a way through?” 

“Yes!” 

Both Hayden and Bunce were surprised and puzzled. 

“Eh?” exclaimed Hayden; “how can you do that, pard- 

ner?” 

high, steep walls of rock. 

On every hand high mountain peaks arose. There seemed 

no other way of ingress or egress. 

The machine ran quickly around the pocket. But to the 

surprise of all none of the Patagonians were to be seen there. 

That this was their rendezvous Frank was sure. 

But where were they? 

What had become of them ? 

It was very strange. 

The machine ran slowly around the pocket again. Every 

crevice and cleft was scrutinized. But the Patagonians 

were not to be seen. s , 

Here was a mystery. 

“On my word !” exclaimed Frank. “I don’t see what has 

become of them.” 

“It is queer,” agreed Bunce. 

“They cannot have vanished into air. And they certainly 

entered this place.” 

“Oh, yes; we saw them.” 

“Where have they gone then?” 

This was certainly a conundrum. In vain they tried to 

solve it. At length Bunce said: 

“With the electric gun!” 

Frank opened a door and stepped out onto the little plat¬ 

form. He sighted the gun carefully. 

Then he placed a dynamite shell in the breech and closed 

it. He paused a moment, then pressed the pneumatic valve. 

There was a recoil, a hiss, and then an immense roar as 

the projectile struck the face of the cliff. It was as if Titan 

hands had hurled huge fragments from its face. 

The aperture was enlarged. A cheer went up. 

“Try another shot,” cried Bunce. “You will be sure to 

blow a way through, Frank.” 

“I have an idea.” 

All were attention. 

“What is it, pardner?” asked Hayden. 

“I am going to do a bit of exploring before I answer that 

question,” replied the distinguished traveler. “Stop the 

machine and let me get out.” 

“Will it be safe?” asked Frank, with some apprehension; 

“is there not danger of getting a shot from the foe?” 

“I am going to risk it,” said Bunce, determinedly. “T 

don’t believe any of them are in a position to shoot at me. 

Let me get out.” 
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CHAPTER VII. 

A DARING RESCUE. 

So earnest was the distinguished traveler in his purpose, 

that Frank could not but comply. 

He stopped the Privateer. 

Bunco picked up his rille and went out on deck. He low¬ 

ered himself over the rail and stood on the ground. 

Slowly he made his way across the open space: his keen 

gaze was fixed on the ground. 

Suddenly at a point not far from the opposite wall of the 

pocket he came to a stop. 

Ho knelt down and applied his strength to a flat rock 

which lay half imbedded in the soil; it yielded upward, and 

lie saw a huge aperture beneath. 

In an instant he knew that the great mystery was solved. 

The hiding place of the Patagonians was discovered. 

There were plain marks of their descent into the place; it 

was nothing more than a precipitous passage extending 

Bunco knew not where. 

“Well, I’m beat!” he muttered. “Where can that lead 

to?” / 

He saw nothing of the Patagonians, and for a moment 

was tempted to lower himself into the place for a tour of 

exploration. 

But he wisely refrained, and, turning, signaled those 

aboard the machine. In a few moments the Privateer ran 

up to the spot. 

Frank and Hayden leaped down. Explanation was un¬ 

necessary. A glance at the cavity told all. 

“By Jove!’’ exclaimed the young inventor, “that is the 

method of their departure from sight.” 

“That it is!” declared Bunee, “and I’ll wager there are 

other entrances like this about here!” 

“But where can they lead to?” 

“It’s my opinion there's a big cavern down there some* 

where, and these passages honeycomb the soil hereabouts 

and lead into it.” 

“That is no doubt the truth," agreed Frank, “and in that, 

case the Patagonians are beyond our reach.” 

“Unless we go down after them.” 

“That would be foolhardy.” 

“I am willing to try it.” 

Frank hesitated. It seemed altogether like going to 

beard the lion in his den. 

But Bunee was plainly in earnest, and the young inventor 

was not going to baoutdone. ^ 

“Ho,d on>” he cried; “I’ll risk it with you!” 

At this Hayden demurred, and wanted to be one of the | 

party also, but Frank said : 

J hat would not be well; two arc enough to penetrate 

info such a perilous place. Let the rest of you look out for 

the Privateer.” 

And so the matter was settled. Frank and Bunee, well 

armed, lowered themselves into the pit. 

It was a daring feat, for, for aught they knew they might 

be transfixed by the barbarians spears immediatelv upon 

reaching the bottom. 

But fortunately nothing of the kind happened. They 

reached the bottom of the pit in safety. 

The dark passage lay before them. How far it led or 

where to they had no means of guessing: but they had now 

gone too far to retreat. 

So they advanced into the passage. For some ways they 

groped on in darkness. 

“On my word,” whispered Bunco, “I’ve a mind to light 

a match.” 

“Wait!” said Frank, clutching the other’s arm. “Look 

yonder!” 

Looking down the passage, both saw a flickering light. 

That it came from a fire seemed certain. 

The two explorers pushed on toward the light. 

The nearer they drew the better satisfied they were that 

it was really a camp fire. 

And events quickly proved that their surmise was correct. 

The cavern now broadened rapidly and merged into a 

mighty chamber, the roof of which was supported with great 

pillars. 

The fire was a blazing heap of peat, and about it were 

gathered a score of the Patagonians. It was a thrilling 

scene for our voyagers. 

But it was not this alone which at once claimed their in¬ 

terest. 

Bunee gripped Frank's arm and exclaimed: 

“By the horn spoon! Is not that Col. Codrnan tied to 

that pillar over there?” 

Certainly there was a man tied (irmly to one. of the pil¬ 

lars. At that moment he lifted his face and it was at. omv 

seen that he was no other than the captive white man. 

Bunco and Frank wore at once much excited. That it 

was Col. Codrnan was quite certain. 

Then there came to them the question us to how they 

might effect his rescue. 

As it happened none of the Patagonia ns were very near 

the prisoner. They seemed to be engaged in cooking some 

meat in the embers of the fire. 
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'iVv of course never suspected that foes were so near 

them. If they had the situation would have heon quite dif¬ 

ferent. 

Frank was the first to hit upon a plan. 

“I have it.” he whispered. “You remain here and guard 

this entrance to the outer passage. I will creep up behind 

that pillar and try and cut his bonds. Then we can all 

make a run for it.” 

“All right,” agreed Runce. 

This plan was at once adopted, and Frank proceeded to 

execute it. 

lie found it not so very difficult, by keeping close to the 

tavern wall, to make his way along through the shadows. 

In a few moments he was quite near the pillar to which 

( olonel Codrann was bound. 

Frank crept nearer and nearer until he was directly be¬ 

hind the prisoner. Being in deep shadow he was not seen. 

Then he sent forth a whisper: 

“Keep perfectly quiet. A friend is near.” 

The prisoner gave a palpable start, and seemed for a mo¬ 

ment to writhe in his bonds. Then Frank’s whisper came 

again : 

“Are you all right?” 

It seemed an age to Frank ere the reply came back: * 

“ Yes.” 

"Then you must follow my instructions. * Do not fail 

me.” 

“I will not, but-” 

“What?” 

" Who are you?” 

“I am Frank Reade, Jr., an American. I will explain 

more later. I will cut your bonds from behind. Then ! 

vs ilI get out of the way and you can at a favorable moment 

slip around bac-k of this pillar. If you are not seen, all well 

and good. You have only to follow me. If you are seen 

then we must make a break for liberty and life!” 

“Good!” replied Codman. “I will faithfully obey you.” 

"All right.” 

Frank crept nearer the pillar. Then he pressed his knife 

blade against the thongs. 

Instantly they parted. 

He darted back into the gloom. Codman instantly slipped 

around back of the pillar. 

Freedom was before him. Frank clutched his hand and 

then started back for the spot where lie had left Melville 

Bunce. 

The great traveler had been waiting with nerves all 

a-tingle; as he saw the two men coming he fairly danced 

with joy. 

“Thank heaven 1” he whispered; “you have not been seen. 

But we must hasten.” 

“I cannot fully express my gratitude,’ began Codman, 

but Frank cut him short. 

“Never mind that now,” he said, “wo must get out of 

here.” 

Along the passage they sped and soon reached the pit. 

At that moment a loud commotion was heard in the cavern. 

Then they knew that their escape had been discovered. 

Hastily they climbed out of the pit. Hayden met them 

in the outer air and the meeting between him and Codman 

was warm indeed. 

“Then you did not fall into the clutches of the barbar¬ 

ians, Hank?” cried the colonel. 

“No, but instead ran across friends,” he replied. 

“Poor Harley and Maars-” 

“It is too bad. We buried them decently a short while 

ago.” 

“It is dreadful to think of.” 

“I reckon it is, pard.” 

But at this moment warning cries came from the deck of 

the Privateer. Frank and Bunce had already reached it and 

Barney and Pomp were armed and ready for the coming of 

the foe. 

Hayden and C'odmnn reached the Privateer just in time. 

The latter was dumfounded at sight of the vehicle. 

“I never saw anything like this before!” he exclaimed. 

“How the deuce do you make it go? I don't see any steam 

engine.” 

“Wall, in course you don’t, pard,” said Hayden ; “it goes 

by electricity, that’s why!” 

“Electricity!” ejaculated the colonel. 

But there was not time just now to enter upon any elabo¬ 

rate explanations. The Patagonians were swarming from 

the very ground. 

They were plainly in a desperate frame of mind and 

meant to attack the Privateer again. 

Frank could have met and repulsed them just as he did 

before. Rut lie did not do so. 

He was averse to human slaughter. The great end had 

been gained, namely, the rescue of Colonel Codman. 

Therefore it would be to Frauk little, satisfaction to re¬ 

main and slaughter a score or more of the giants. He did 

not intend to do so. 

His purpose was to abandon the field to the foe. The 

Privateer could easily outrun the Patagonians. 

So Frank opened the lever and let the machine run out of 

the pocket in the hills. 
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Out into tlio pampas the machine ran. The giants were 

soon left behind. 

Along the base of the hills the machine ran for miles. 

Then Bunce pointed to a great wall of flame which lay 

against the western sky. 

“There it is!” he cried, “there is the Desert of Fire!” 

Instantly all were upon the qui vive of expectation and 

interest. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

CHASED BY FIRE. 

Truly the immense line of fire upon the distant horizon 

would seem to indicate plainly enough that there must lie 

the wonderful Desert of Fire. 

Bunce so declared, and there was no reason to doubt it. 

One object of the expedition had been accomplished. The 

Desert of Fire had been reached and proven a fact. 

The next thing was to cross it. The Privateer’s speed 

was increased. 

The ground over which they now ran seemed to be pecu¬ 

liarly soft and spongy, and there was a peat-like subsoil. 

“You see it is just as I tell you!” declared Bunce; “this 

soil has been burned out and the fire has passed on. But in 

a few months it will have regained its inflammable proper¬ 

ties, when the fire will return and again hold sway here!” 

“I would like to examine the soil here,” said Frank. 

“So would I,” said Col. Codman. 

So the Privateer was stopped. 

All sprang out, and a careful examination of the soil was 

made. This was mbst interesting. 

By digging down four or five feet, little slender veins of a 

liquid, resembling oil, were found. These doubtless were 

gradually finding their way to the surface, and were beyond 

all doubt the inflammable substance of the soil. 

It was a curious freak of nature, probably unparalleled in 

any other part of the world. 

Frank was satisfied. 

“This is worthy of scientific record,” lie said. “Some day 

this vast region wiR lx- employed to man's advantage. I 

have no doubt that a vast underground sea of petroleum 

could be found by boring.” 

“Just so,” agreed Colonel Codman; “that would be of 

rare value.” 

The voyagers now returned to the Privateer, and the trip 

was resumed. 

Every moment now they drew nearer to the burning des¬ 

ert. It was a mighty wall of flame, extending for many 

miles in a westward line. 

The Privateer could not approach with safety within a 

mile of the great block of flame. It was a marvelous—a 

magnificent sight—such as man seldom gazes on. 

Here were many hundreds of square miles of blazing 

earth. Five miles in a northerly direction could be seen the 

blossoming plains of the Pampas, which ere another twelve 

months must take its turn as a blazing wilderness. 

It was true, as Bunce had said, that game followed the 

course of the desert fires. 

The grass of the unburned pampas abounded in birds and 

beasts of prey. 

The Privateer kept on over the recently burned district 

for miles. Then suddenly a lovely scene burst upon the 

view of all. 

It was a broad sheet of water looking like an arm of the 

sea. It was in reality an immense lake. 

“Hello!” exclaimed Frank in surprise. “You did not 

tell me about this, Bunce.” 

“You forget,” said Bunce, “that white man never pene¬ 

trated so far as this before.” 

“This is all unexplored ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Wrong!’’’exclaimed Colonel Codman. “this region has 

been explored, and by an American.” 

“So?” exclaimed both Frank and Bunce in surprise. 

“Yes, this lake was the objective point of our prospecting 

tour. It was visited ten years ago by a \ ankee miner 

named Ben Thurston." 

“Indeed!” exclaimed Bunce, eagerly ; “then he ought to 

have a monument to his memory. I will answer lor it, no 

other white man ever crossed the Desert of Fire and lived to 

return and tell of it.” 

“I will not dispute that,” agreed the colonel, “but old 

Thurston is the exception. Perhaps the Patagonians had 

forsaken this region temporarily when he went through 

here.” 

“That may be so. Then he found gold by this lake?” 

“He reported great wealth in it. He said that it could be 

washed out of the sands in large quantities with much ease.” 

“Aha!" cried Bunce, “there is an outlook for us, then. 

What say you, Frank, to a prospecting tour?" 

“I am quite agreeable,” said the young inventor. 

Night was coming on and so it was decided to camp on 

the shores of the lake. The Privateer ran along on the 

sands until a good place was found. 

This was at the mouth of a little creek which ran into 
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the h*<\ None of the party ventured to leave the vehicle 

that evening. 

Pomp got up a steaming dinner and all partook of it with 

relish.1 The evening was devoted to listening to Col. Cod- 

inan's narrative of his experiences with the Patagonians. 

At an early hour all retired save Barney, who went on 

guard, to be relieved in the early morning hours by Pomp. 

The night, passed without incident and when morning 

came all were astir at an early hour. 

After breakfast Hayden and the colonel proposed taking 

a bit of a prospecting tour along the edge of the lake. 

The others were ready and eager to join in this project. 

Pomp alone remained aboard to guard the vehicle. 

A pan and cradle was improvised by Hayden for washing 

the sands out. 

As he was a skilled miner he had little trouble in soon 

producing material results. 

There was gold in the lake sands and in large paying 

quantities. The colonel and Hayden were delighted. 

But Frank and Bunce had not come to Patagonia to hunt 

for gold. Moreover, both were wealthy and had little need 

of it. 

So an arrangement highly satisfactory to all was finally 

made. 

There was no sign of the Patagonian giants in the vicin¬ 

ity, and no good reason for believing that they might show- 

up there for an indefinite time. 

Of course the gold seekers were more interested in their 

prospecting than in exploring the Desert of Fire. On the 

other hand. Frank and Bunce could ill afford to waste time 

waiting for them. 

So a very sensible compromise was made. 

It was decided that Hayden and the colonel should re¬ 

main at the lake, and the Privateer was to go on across the 

desert. 

Of course the prospectors must assume the risk of an at¬ 

tack from the giants, but they were well armed, and were 

to have a good store of ammunition left with them. 

The Privateer was to return for them eventually, and take 

them back to the coast. Frank was disposed to agree to this 

plan. 

And thus it was arranged. 

“Give us a week,” said the colonel. “We can get enough 

gold out of here in that time to make us well off.” 

“That will satisfy me, pardner,” Hayden declared. 

A small hut was built in a clump of beech, then weapons, 

ammunition and stores were placed there. 

Thus the Privateer and her party left the two miners, and 

once more set out on her exploring tour. 

Frank made a detour, leaving the lake to the northward; 

soon its waters faded from view. 

This brought the burning plain nearer to view. It was a 

magnificent spectacle to be sure; but it looked terribly dan¬ 

gerous. 

Along in full view of the great wall of fire the Privateer 

ran for miles. 

Then another great, body of fire loomed up directly in 

front. This seemed sweeping to the northward. 

“The fire is spreading,” cried Bunce; “it is drawing 

around so that we shall soon have it on three sides of us.” 

“I hope there is no danger of being surrounded,” said 

Frank. 

“No; I think not. But to be sure, perhaps we had better 

keep a little further to the north.” 

“I agree with you.” 

The Privateer’s course was turned again, a trifle to the 

north, and now a new complication arose. 

The fire seemed to draw nearer and swiftly, too. 

There was truly cause for alarm. 

“On my word !” cried Bunce in surprise,“I believe we are 

upon inflammable soil ourselves.” 

“That is the truth,” said Frank, with conviction; “it 

would overtake us if we were to remain here.” 

“Correct 1” 

Frank called to Barney to put on speed. The Privateer’s 

course was again changed and the fire rapidly outrun. 

But as they were running upon this tack they came to a 

tract of dense pampas grass. There was no other course but 

to plunge plump into it. 
4 

And this was done. The blades on the hubs were thrown 

out and the machine cut a wide swath. 

All sorts of game was scared up in this grass. The Priva¬ 

teer, however, could not travel as fast through this grass. 

At times the running gear became so clogged that it was 

necessary to stop and remove the obstructions. 

And now an alarming fact became patent to Frank and 

Bunce. The fire was rapidly crossing the open tract to the 

grass district. 

When the flames should reach this it could be readily seen 

that their speed must be redoubled. In that case there was a 

possibility that they would travel faster than the machine. 

This would be dreadful indeed. In fact it would mean 

the end of all. 

To say that the travelers were plunged into a state of in¬ 

tense fear would be a mild statement. Already Frank fore¬ 

saw a terrible fate. 

All speed was put on. Frank went up into the dome and 

carefully studied the horizon. 
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He was looking for an open district, or for any chance of 

escape from ilu* path of the flumes. Bunco joined him there. 

The distinguished traveler was very pale and excited. 

“Frank,” he said, with conviction. “I'm afraid we’re in 

a bad fix. We’ve met our fate.” 

“On my word!" declared Bunco, “I thought we were 

done for there one time. I could see no possible outlet.” 

“It does not pay to abandon hope," said Frank; “there is 

always sure to be a way out of a dilemma.” 

“I believe you,” agreed Bunco. “At least you would find 

a way.” 

I 

CHAPTER IX. 

A TERRIBLE DUEL. . 

But Frank only shrugged his shoulders. 

“ Pshaw !" lie said. “We’ll heat the fire yet.” 

lie once more leveled his glass at the distant horizon. 

This time he indulged in a sharp exclamation. 

“Bv Jove !" he exclaimed : “there is the lake.” 

“What!” exclaimed Bunco. 

“The lake.” 

“You don’t mean it!” 

“Yes, 1 do.” 

Frank handed Bunco the glass. The distinguished trav¬ 

eler took a long and keen look through it. His eyes shone 

like stars as he returned the glass. 

“You are right!” he said ; “it is the lake. 

An immense body of water lay upon the horizon line. It 

was hut natural that they should recognize it as the lake. 

At once hope revived in the hearts of all. 

If the lake could he reached it looked reasonable that the 

Privateer could escape the fin*. Once more speed ,was in¬ 

creased. 

It was bound to be a close run. I he flames were coming 

on with terrific speed and force. I hey were certainly gain¬ 

ing. 

Once again the wheels became clogged with the heavy 

grass. Barney and Pomp labored like heroes to free them. 

The chase could not last forever. Finally the machine 

cleared its wav through a little jungle and came out on the 

shore of the lake. 

A sandy beach intervened for fully one hundred yards to 

the water’s edge Along this the Privateer ran with greater 

Along the lake shore the Privateer ran for some miles. 

The fire had evidently reached its limit, so it was decided 

to once more strike out across the desert. 

Leaving the lake the Privateer now entered upon a re¬ 

gion which had just burned out. 

And now far to the westward were seen the peaks of the 

range of hills. • 

“That is the western limit of the Desert," declared Bunco. 

“If we can reach that we shall then be able to say that we 

leave crossed the Desert of Fire." 

“We will go to the very limit,” said Frank; “but has it 

occurred to you that we might possibly see Hayden and 

Codman across the lake?” v 

“No!” 

“Give me a glass!” 

Frank tried to study the distant shore. Then he looked 

suddenly puzzled. 

“That is queer!” he exclaimed. 

Bunco looked interested. 

“What?” he asked. 

“That does not look like the shore upon which we left 

Hayden and the colonel. The scenery is a great deal differ¬ 

ent There are high bluffs, which is not in keeping. 

“Certainly not!" said Bunco; “let me take a look!" 

Frank gave him the glass. In a moment Bunco lowered 

it. 

He looked up and down the lake. Then he turned to 

Frank and said, solemnly: 

“You are right, Frank. This is not the same luke at all." 

“Not the same lake?” 

The voyagers all looked at each other in amazement. 

“Begorru. that’s qunro!” observed Barney. “Can there 

lie two av the lakes, do yoz think?" 

“Golly! oh co’se dore mils’ if dis nin' de same lake." 

ease. 

'Hie fire had been eluded, and their lives were spared 

There was certainly good reason for mutual congratulation 

declared Pomp. 

“Olio! yez have shpoken, naygur. There’s nothin’ more 

fer any man to say now, I suppose?” jeered Barney. 
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“Ad\ bo'n fool ought to know dis ain do same lake. 

1 said Pomp hotly. 

“Bcgorru. who said it was, Fd loike to know, 

p “Vo" jcs’ g long wif yo’ cheap talk. 1 ish. 't o ain no 

'count nohow!” 

"If 1 ain’t, be me sowl, then yez are less! scotled Bar- 

ncv. “Av yez open yer mouth to me agin I II put me lisht 

in it!” 

“Hold on. you rascals!" interposed Frank; "there > 

; enough of that! We have other matters on hand just now !" 

".Wight. Marse Frank." 

"I'll lay i'er yez, naygur!" whispered Barney. “Kape 

ty yer eyes open !” 

The discovery that they had mistaken this lake for the 

one they had left earlier in the day was a revelation. 

But when it was recalled that they had pursued quite a 

northerly course all the while it was easy to see that they 

were really far from the first lake. 

This was a discovery of some interest. It was evident 

that there were a chain of these lakes, perhaps, extending 

t far beyond the limits of the fiery desert. 

Frank regarded the broad sheet of water with much in- 

terest. And as his eye roamed over it he gave a sudden 

start. 

“Great Scott!’-' he ejaculated, “what do you call that?” 

He pointed to an object dancing upon the distant surface. 

Tn fact there were several of these objects. 

Bunco leveled a glass. 

“Great Hannibal!” he ejaculated, “it is a boat. Yes, and 

there arc several of them.” 

• “A boat!” 

Frank took the glass and studied the objects. He saw 

at once that this was true. 

What did it mean? Who were the occupants of these 

[ crafts? 

These were the questions which naturally arose at once. (t Of course the voyagers could only indulge in conjectures. 

Were they Patagonians? Or again might it be that they 

; were white men : explorers like themselves? 

All that could be done was to await their near approach. 

The machine backed into a clump of beech so as to he out oi 

s'ght. 

Then from their leafy covert our travelers watched the 

near approach of the unknown navigators. 

They were, as chance had il. coining directly lor this 

spot. Every moment their boats grew larger. 

Then thev were seen to be quite large and long canoe- 

made of a tree hollowed out. In each canoe there were four 

men. 

There were six of these canoes, so that there were twenty- 

four barbarians in the party. 

That they were Patagonians it was easy to sue. 

They were certainly not suspicious of the presence oi a 

foe ncu r by. 

Straight for the shore they paddled, and -prang out on 

the sands. 

Then it was seen what powerful men they were. All 

were armed with arrows, -lings and spears. 

They drew their wooden dugouts out upon the -and and 

began a wild song. This was chanted in a weird manner. 

At the conclusion of this it became evident that they had 

visited this spot for a purpose. Their action- bore this out. 

Two lines of the giants faced each other with a space be¬ 

tween them of a dozen yards. They east their weapon- on 

the sands and removed the skin covering from their heads. 

One man from each rank stepped forth ; these two ad¬ 

vanced until not a yard apart glaring at each other in a 

savage manner. 

Each carried a metal battle ax. 

“By Jove!" exclaimed Frank ; "1 believe they are going 

to have a duel.” 

“Do you believe it?” asked Bunco. 

“ Why, t hey mean to fight 1” 

“An affair of honor, eh?” 

“It looks like it.” 

Tills was bound to be a spectacle of great interest to the 

Privateer’s people, and they watched it intently. 

That these two giant- with I heir friends had come to this 

spot for the purpose of settling a feud seemed certain. 

It; looked like a mortal combat. They faced each other 

furiously while the others looked on. 

“A battle of tbe giants!” whispered Frank : “it ought to 

bo interesting.” 

The two giants hurled (heir battle axe- ,1 each other. 

With an adroit move each dodged the blow. 
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Quick as thought this was repeated. Again and again the 

heavy axes clashed. 

It was a fearful battle of the Titans. Blow after blow 

was given and taken. ' 

Soon each began to stagger. The arm of one hung shat¬ 

tered at his side. The other had his face cut open. 

Blood flowed in torrents. It stained the sands and spout¬ 

ed from fresh wounds. 

And yet the contest went on. But it could not last for¬ 

ever. 

Suddenly the giant with the shattered arm reeled. A 

faintness seemed to seize him. 

This was no doubt due to loss of blood. It was his death 

knell. 

With fearful fury his opponent beat down his guard. The 

other giants now set up a fearful chorus of cries. With 

sudden force fell the blows upon the defenseless wretch. 

Down upon one knee he sank; down came the death deal¬ 

ing ax. The awful battle was over. 

The victor stood glowering over his victim, while the 

other giants again set up their weird chant. 

Then they marched twice around the body and returned 

to the dugouts. Not once had they suspected the presence 

of the Privateer and its people. 

Leaving the dead body where it was, the giants, still 

chanting, paddled away in their canoes. 

Frank could have annihilated the whole of them with his 

dynamite gun. 

But he said: 

“Let them go. • 1 don’t want their blood. It would bo 

butchery.” 

“That poor chap lying there in the sands looks as if he 

had been butchered,” said Bunco with a shiver. 

And somehow our travelers felt a thrill of pity for the 

victim of the duel and his terrible fate. 

CHAPTER X. 

THE DUGOUT VILI.AGE. 

“One or I he other had got to die,” said Frank; “it was the 

fate of this one.” 

“True!” agreed Bunce. “for there was very little advan¬ 

tage on either side. Faugh ! look at that.” 

Down from the upper sky there had suddenly settled a 

flock of buzzards. These would soon have disposed of the 

remains. 

But this was more than the Privateer’s crew could stand. 

“Come on!” cried Frank, “let’s give the poor wretch de¬ 

cent burial. Hes a barbarian, but one of God’s creatures 

for all that.” 

So a spade was procured and a grave dug in the sands. 

Into this the body of the dead giant was lowered. 

The others had long since crossed the arm of the lake, 

and were hidden by a headland. 

“Where do you suppose they came from?” asked Bunce; 

“do you suppose they have a retreat over there?” 

“Without doubt,” said Frank. “I have a mind to run 

over that way and pay’them a visit.” 

This was a scheme which seemed to promise exciting inci¬ 

dent, so the others clapped their hands. 

“Go an’, Misther Frank,” cried Barneylet’s find out 

phwat sort av a place they live in.” 

“Shall we do it now, or wait until after we have crossed 

tho Desert?” the young inventor asked. 

All looked across the plain to the distant range of hills, 

and Bunce voiced the sentiments of all as he said: 

“After all, I do not know what we are going to gain by 

going across that plain, anyway. We have visited and trav¬ 

eled over the Desert of Fire, and been near enough across to 

see the further limit.” 

“That’s right,” cried Frank. “I am of your opinion, Mr. 

Bunce. But I wanted you satisfied.” 

“I am perfectly satisfied,” declared the distinguished 

traveler. 

“That settles it then.” 

Tho machine was brought out. of the beech copse and 

started to round the end of the lake. 

As it was easier traveling, it kept to the sands, and thus 

remarkably good progress was made. In a short space of 

time the further end of the lake was reached. 

And now the canoes came again into view. It was seen 

that they were just entering the mouth of a river. 

The banks of this river were thickly hung with trees. 

Beyond it was a vast wooded region. This was evidently the 

northern limit of the Desert of Fire. 

“There is where we will find their den—in that thick 
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patch of woods,” declared Bunco. “You may be sure of 

that.” 

“Well,” said Frank, “wc will very soon find out." 

Privateer now ran into the grove, which consisted, 

as usual, mainly of beech trees. 

These were always high limbed, and seldom stood close 

together. The ground under them was always smooth, so 

that the Privateer had very little trouble in making its way 

through them. 

In a short while the bank of the river was reached. It 

was a deep and wide stream. 

“Now,” said Frank, “on what side of the river do you 

fancy we shall find their village or den? It is not an easy 

place to cross here.” 

“I move that we keep to this side for a while,” suggested 

Bunee. 

“Very well 1" agreed Frank. 

So the machine picked its way along through the forest, 

keeping the river in view all the while. 

Nothing was seen of the giants, nor indeed' any sign of 

them until suddenly the Privateer came out into an open 

space in the forest. 

And here our adventurers came upon a series of exciting 

adventures. 

The open space or clearing covered several acres. In the 

centre of it were a number of turf mounds. These at first 

looked like little natural elevations, but a closer inspection 

showed that they covered the entrance to a series of dugouts 

or habitations below ground. 

“Heigho!” cried Bunee, “now we have found the dens of 

the rats. They live underground, it seems!” 

“So it seems!” agreed Frank, “but we will not trouble 

them if they do not trouble us!” 

“By no means.” 

Not a giant was in sight as yet. But just as the machine 

entered the clearing a loud, hoarse cry went up, and from 

the copse half a score of the barbarians sprang. 

It was likely that they thought the Privateer had come to 

attack them, and they were disposed to be ready. They 

doubtless believed that their homes were threatened. 

And almost instantly from each dugout. there rushed a 

swarm of women and children. These dashed into the cover 

of tha forest. 

Tip’ Patagonian women were not nearly as large and 

powerful as the men, and they were very wretched looking 

beings as a whole. 

They made good their escape, with cries of alarm and 

fear. T lie men stood between them and the machine. 

“Poor fools!” said Frank; “if they only knew the truth, 

we have no desire to injure them, especially their women 

and children.” 

“Why, of course not,” declared Bunee; “they act like 

frightened sheep.” 

However, it was useless to try any pacific overtures toward 

the giants, though Frank did make an effort. 

They were instinctively the foes of the white men and 

actually assumed the aggressive. Frank, however, had no 

idea of fighting them. 

His idea was to get away from them as quickly as pos¬ 

sible and without bloodshed. 

So lies started the Privateer directly across the clearing. 

But this was the cause of a calamity. 

Suddenly and without due warning, the ground gave way 

beneath the machine, and it sank into a cavity fully four 

feet deep. There it came to a dead stop, the engines buzzing 

madly. 

“Shut off the dynamos, Barney!” cried Frank; “don't let 

anything break.” 

Barney was quick to obey orders. But the Privateer was 

in a hole just the same. 

It could be easily understood. One of the underground 

habitations had caved in beneath the weight. Frank had 

not thought of this possibility or he would have been more 

careful. 

However, the mischief was done and there was the Priva¬ 

teer with all on board stuck in the middle of the clearing. 

A great yell of exultation went up from the giants. 

It was evident that this turn of affairs suited them ex¬ 

ceedingly well. 

The machine had received quite a jar, but was otherwise 

unhurt. Frank was much chagrined. 

“Well, I’m beat!”lie exclaimed : "this is a fine scrape.” 

“I should say so!” exclaimed Bunco, who bad stood, on 

his head part of the time from the effects of the shock: 

“how in the deuce will you ever get her out of this, Frank ?“ 

“Humph! 1 hardly know,” replied the young inventor. 
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“Hey! look out there. Those chaps are going to make it 

warm for us!” 

This was a certain truth. The giants were advancing 

upon the machine with loud yells. 

They were hurtling their heavy battle axes and stones at 

the Privateer. These banged against the steel shell of the 
i 

vehicle with great force. 

“ Arrah !’’ cried Barney, "it's a loively rociption we’ll give 

the omadhauns; cum on, naygur." 

Pomp needed no further invitation. With their Win¬ 

chesters both opened a hot tiro upon the foe. 

For a moment the giants did not seem to mind this, but 

when a moment, later they saw their comrades dropping 

with systematic precision by their sides, they took a tumble. 

They retreated to the cover of the trees. Here they con¬ 

tinued to launch missiles at the machine. 

While they made the air hideous with their cries, rein¬ 

forcements also began to arrive. 

To add to the unpleasant character of the incident, dark¬ 

ness began to shut down rapidly. What was to be done? 

“Well,” said Frank, in a vexed tone, “here is a scrape to 

be sure.” 

“How are we going to get out of it?” asked Bunco. 

“ I hardly know myself. Certainly we can’t do it to¬ 

night.” 

“Can we to-morrow?” 

“Oli, yes, if we can only keep out of the way of those 

missiles hurled by the giants.” 

“Indeed !” said Bunce with some surprise; “how will you 

go to work to get the machine out of this hole?” 

“I will show you to-morrow," said Frank, confidently; 

“but there is hot work before us to-night! We will have to 

keep watch all night!” 

“Even then they may get aboard of us!” said Bunco; 

“but we can shake them off again. I guess." 

“Oh. yes. dust the same it is hotter to keep them at a 

distance. Then we cannot tell how many of the black fiends 

may congregate here to-night. If there are several thou¬ 

sands of them they may find a way with such mimliers to de¬ 

molish us.’’ 

"Well, we must do the best we can,” said Bunce resolute¬ 

ly; “they can't steal a surprise on us while we have the 

search-light.” 

“You are right.” 

Barney and Pomp were all the while keeping up a desul¬ 

tory tire upon the giant foe. The Patagonians had evi¬ 

dently protited by the lesson, for they kept a safe distance. 

Darkness shut down rapidly. It seemed every moment as 

if the number of Patagonians increased. That they would 

venture some sort of an attack upon the Privateer before 

morning seemed certain. 
t 

But strange to relate they did not venture.it. 

The voyagers each took a turn at snatching an hour of 

sleep, so that they were not as much exhausted as they had 

expected to be when morning came. With the first break 

of day Frank began operations. 

To get the machine out of the hole which it was in 

seemed a problem. But Frank was not to be defeated. 

A bank of earth full four feet high obstructed the from 

of the vehicle. To get over this Frank could see but one 

way. 

This was to level or so grade this wall of earth that the 

wheels of the Privateer could run up it. IIow to do the-, 

however, was a problem. To venture from the cabin was to 

invite a shot from the foe. 

CHAPTER XI. 

THE ANCIENT CITY. 

Frank cudgeled his brain for a good while before he hit 

upon what he considered a feasible plan. He hastened at 

once to execute it. 

He went forward and sighted the electric gun. 

Its muzzle was close to the wall of dirt. To fire the gun 

meant an explosion almost at the gun s muzzle. 

This would certainly do the gun and the Privateer much 

injury. In fact, it might destroy it. 

But Frank hit upon the idea of using small quantities of 

dynamite. He placed a very small projectile in the gun- 

breach. 

Then lie threw it into the bank. There was a sharp ex¬ 

plosion. the earth came rattling down, and no harm was 

done the machine. Moreover, quite a respectable gap wi» 

made in the earthen wall. 

i 
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Aguin and again Frank made use ol the dynamite in this 

way. In a very short time he had leveled the bank quite a 

good deal. 

“Begorra, if the naygur an mesilf cud worruk out there 

a little whoile wid a piek an’ shovel, we'd moighty quick 

tix it." declared Harney. 

"Yes," agreed Frank; "but it would be suicidal." 

“Would it under a hot ride lire?” asked Bunee. “Could 

we not drive them back to a respectable ranger" 

"Bejabers, let us thry it, Misther Frank!" cried Barney. 

"Will yez do that same?” 

Frank hesitated. 

"I hate to have you and Pomp undergo any undue risk,” 

he said. 

"Oeh hone, and don't yez be afraid av that!” cried Bar¬ 

ney ; “it's oursilves as will kape an eye out. Will yez let us 

thry it?” 

"Well—yes.” agreed Frank; “but don’t unduly expose 

yourselves.” 

"Pivil a bit,” retorted the jolly Celt. 

The result was that he and Pomp started out to level the 

bank of earth. Frank and Bunee began to fusilade the 

t copse where the Patagonians were. 

Under the protection of this lire Barney and Pomp had 

no trouble. Not a missile struck them. 

They quickly dug away the bank, so that the Privateer 

could easily run over it. 

Then they c-ainc aboard safe and sound. 

This completely changed the situation. Frank went into I the pilot-house and started the machinery. 

Slowly but surely the Privateer made ils way up over the 

bank of earth. 

And here Frank brought the machine to a dead stop. 

There was a good reason for this. 

For it was necessary to proceed with al! caution. For 

aught the voyagers knew there might be other pitfalls. 

Doubtless the ground in this vicinity was literally honey- 

/ tombed. 

It seemed a strange tiling that these powerfid giants 

* '•hould inevitably make their abodes under ground; but an 

explanation of this was stumbled upon later. 

■ The Privateer backed away from the pit. and made its 

way cautiously around the edge of the clearing. 

g;i 

“What are you going Id do, Frank ?" asked Bunee in sur¬ 

prise. 

“1 am going to follow this river up a ways further," re¬ 

plied Frank. “I am curious to know where il springs 

from.” 

“All, that is a good idea.” 

Around the clearing the Privateer made its way. Some¬ 

what curiously the Patagonians had ceased their hostile 

demonstrations. 

To be sure nothing could be seen of them, and they were 

doubtless hiding in the deep woods, and engaged in watch¬ 

ing the Privateer with wondering eyes. 

It had probably become apparent to them that the white 

men did not mean the destruction of their abodes, and they 

wisely deemed it more discreet to keep quiet and abandon 

an offensive attitude for the time being at least. 

Beaching the river bank again safely, Frank ran the 

Privateer into the forest and soon left the dugouts behind 

him. 

There was no doubt but that they were in the heart of the 

giants’ country, and that the foe were thick about them. 

But there was little to fear so long as they kept safely 

aboard the machine and the machihe itself met with uo 

mishap. 

F’or miles the Privateer threaded its way throtigh the 

woods. Then suddenly the vast concourse of beeches began 

to grow thinner, and there was a good indication of a clear¬ 

ing ahead. 

Soon open country was spread to view. Tt was a wide 

plain, level as a floor, and as the Privateer rolled out upon 

it Bunee clutched Frank's arm. 
. i 

“Look!” he cried. “What do you call that?” 

“A ruined city!” 

Astonished, the voyagers gazed upon a really wonderful 

scene. There were the crumbled walls and ruins of what 

had been a mighty city. 

Little was left of the once stately buildings but heaps of 

stone and brick, but the long streets, the broad plazas, all 

testified that it had once been a proud queen of the plains. 

For some while the voyagers gazed upon the spectacle 

with wonderment and silence. 

Then Bunee ventured: 

“What sort of people could have built a city here?” 
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Frank shrugged his shoulders. 

“They certainly were intelligent and gifted, if not civil¬ 

ized,” he said. “Probably they were the ancestors of these 

same Patagonian giants.” 

-It can't be possible. How could they have degenerated 

so? These giants live in holes in the ground." 

“That, all may be! There are plenty of such instances on 

record. Look at the tribes of Egypt, of Asia and of India. 

“It seems incredible!" said Bunco. “Oh. I cannot help 

but believe that a more intelligent and superior class of 

people built this city!” 

“They may have been more intelligent at that time! 

“But what would degenerate them?” 

“There are many things. Perhaps warfare, perhaps dis¬ 

ease. We know that there are depopulated cities in Yucatan 

whose inhabitants probably yielded to a plague of some sort 

and were wiped from existence. Be sure we shall find a 

good explanation.” 

By this time the Privateer had entered the ruined city. 

Along its broad and grass-grown streets the invention of 

civilized man rolled. The adventurers took in all with crit¬ 

ical and wondering gaze. 

The ruined buildings were mostly overgrown with turf or 

clinging vines. One larger than the others, and which had 

evidently been a mighty temple, was graced with a clump of 

trees in its centre. 

These trees were of enormous size and Frank reckoned 

that they must be over two centuries old. 

The destruction of the city of course antedated these. 

But it was a strange thing that such ruins should lie found 

so far from the sea or any other known settlement. 

Frank reckoned, however, that they were a wandering 

branch of some one of the Andean tribes, perhaps of the 

1 ncas themselves. 

However this was, the giant Patagonians were doubtless 

their degenerated descendants. - 

After journeying along the ruins for some while, sud¬ 

denly they came to a deep and wide fissure which ran 

through the city from north to south. 

Frank instantly cried: 

“That tells the whole story.” 

“What?” exclaimed Bunco, in amazement; “how do you 

Easy enough. Do you not see that many of the ruined | 

buildings have toppled into that fissure?” 

“Yes.” 

“That is the idea. The city was destroyed by an earth¬ 

quake. That crevice in the earth was made by just such a 

revulsion of nature.” 

Then the two men looked at each other. Bunc-e finally 

said: 

“It is easy to assume that after the repeated destruction 

of their city by earthquakes, these people became discour¬ 

aged and abandoned it. It then went to ruin.” 

"Just so. Then what was more natural than that many 

of them should migrate perhaps back to the Andes? Those 
\ 

left behind, for the sake of safety, made their homes in the. 

ground. This explains their degeneration sufficiently.” 

“You are right,” agreed Bunce; “then we are to assume 

that these barbarous giants are the remains of a people once 

wealthy, powerful and nearly civilized ?” 

“I should say so.” 

I must make a note of all this; it will be of great value 

to the scientific world.” 

“It ought to.” 

The ruined city was thoroughly txplorcd. By a rough 

calculation it was estimated that fully one hundred thousand 

people had here made their homes at a distant period. 

Nothing material, howevef, could be found to determine 

to any extent what their habits or customs had been. 

It was safe to assume that every object of any value or 

use had long since been carried away. 

Whether the ancient people had known the uses of gold 

and silver could not be determined. 

Frank was for leaving the ruined city, and striking out 

again for the lake where they had left Hayden and Colonel 

Codman. 

But Bunce had a keen desire to search the ruins. 

‘If these people were a branch of the Incas or any other 

Andean tribe they must have left some records behind them. 

would like to devote some little time to archrologicnl re¬ 

search.” 

“All right!” Frank finally agreed, “then Barney and 1 

will try a little fishing in the river.” 

“Be me sowl. I’m wid yez. Misther Frank.” cried the 

Celt, with delight. 
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Vud so it was settled. 

Buiiec took pick-a> and shovel and began to dig around 

the ruins. Pomp essayed tc do some culinary work. 

Frank and Barney got out their fishing tackle. They felt 

sure that the river held trout and other fish, which would 

afford them some sport. 

Rigging up their rods they left the Privateer and start¬ 

ed for the river. 

But they had not proceeded fifty- yards when Barney 

dropped his rod and gave utterance to a loud whoop. 

“What in the world is the matter?” asked Frank, aston 

ished at the Celt’s conduct. “What has struck you?” 

“Be me sowl, wud ycz luk there!” cried the Celt, point 

ing to the opposite bank of the river. Frank looked and 

could not believe his eyes. 

For a moment he was unable to speak or act, so intense 

was his surprise. 

» 

: 

CHAPTER XII. 

THE SHIFTING LAKE—THE EXD. 

Indeed it was little to be wondered at. The sight which 

the two sportsmen beheld was certainly an unexpected one. 

“By Jupiter!”exclaimed Frank, finally; “that beats me.” 

“Begorra, phwat's up?” 

There upon the opposite bank of the river stood two men. 

They were the most wretched, exhausted pair of human be¬ 

ings that one could imagine. 

White men they were and familiar to Frank and Barney. 

“It is—” exclaimed Frank, “it is the prospectors, Cod- 

man and Hayden.” 

The two miners who had been left a short while before up 

on the shores of the Lake of Gold waved their arms in 

recognition. 

Then they plunged into the river and swam across. 

“Thank God, we have found you!” cried Colonel Cod- 

man. “We never expected to see friends again.” 

, ^-C-es!’ cried Frank in sheer amazement, “but—how 

on earth did you get here?” 

£ “Why, on onr legs of course, pardner,” replied Hayden. 

“We’d been in a durned sorry fix without ’em.” 

“You walked all the way from that lake?” a.-ked Frank. 

“Yes,” replied the colonel. 

“Well, but—what did you leave there for?” 

“We had tej bjlly bufflers,” averred Hayden. 

Then Codman told the story. 

After being left by the Privateer, the two gold seeker.-; 

had delved hard in the lake sands. They met with most 

extraordinary success. 

Their hopes were high and they were in the best of spirits 

when a calamity came upon them. 

They retired for the night and slept soundly until a little 

past midnight. Then they were awakened by a strange 

noise. 

It sounded like the rolling of distant thunder. 

As quickly as possible they rushed out of the shanty and 

tried to pierce the darkness. 

This was most intense but they were able to guess that 

the lake was in some fearful state of commotion. 

What could it be ? 

There was no way to ascertain in the darkness ; but the 

two miners crouched down and awaited the coming of dawn. 

I lien a strange scene was revealed to their gaze. 

Where a few hours before they had seen the placid waters 

of a mighty lake all was a waste of glistening sands and 

sticky mud. 

The lake was gone. 

To say that the prospectors were astonished would be a 

mild statement. They were puzzled beyond all expression. 

“Wall, durn my hide!” cried Hayden. “What's ha 

pened ?” 

“Why, don’t you see?” said Codman, “the lake is gone!” 

“Yes, but what has become of it?" 

This was a problem which they could not answer. How¬ 

ever, they were forced to accept a conclusion that it had 

been absorbed through some subterranean passage and let it 

go at that. 

There seemed to be one reassuring thing about the affair. 

It would afford them a chance to explore the entire bed 

of the lake for gold. So on the whole they could feel no 

special regret. 

But they had not counted upon one peril which now as¬ 

serted itself, and put an end for the time being to all their 

prospecting projects. 



26 ACROSS THE DESERT OF FIRE. 

Suddenly across the bed of the iake there came whooping 

a tremendous body of Patagonians. 

They seemed to be searching the bed of the lake for some 

purpose or other, which soon became apparent. 

They were engaged in picking up shoaled fish in large 

quantities. The sinking of the lake in this manner certain¬ 

ly contributed materially to their support. 

But the peril to our miners was most deadly. If the 

Patagonians should espy them then they might count their 

lives lost. 

What was to be done ? 

They shrank into the little clump of beeches and remained 

quiet for a while. But it soon became evident that this was 

not a secure hiding place. 

The giants were every moment drawing nearer the spot. 

This so alarmed the prospectors that they decided to leave 

the vicinity as secretly as possible and at once. 

This they did creeping along on hands and knees behind 

elevations along the north shore. Finally they reached the 

beeehen woods which extended far to the north of the Desert 

of Fire. Into the verge of these woods they plunged. 

For hours they kept on to the northward, and on the 

morning of that day they came in sight of another lake a 

trifle to the south. 

“Why, that must be the lake we visited and thought it 

was the opposite shore of the one we left.” said Frank. 

“That is queer,” said Colonel Codmun. “You don't sup¬ 

pose it was the same lake* which by some peculiar act of na¬ 

ture shifted itself from one basin to the other?” 

This was something which none had thought of before, 

it was admitted that there was some force in Codman's 

theory. 

The colonel then went on with his story. He told how 

they had lost their way in the forest. How they had fearer 

to return to the lake they had left for fear of the giants, anr 

had clung to a hope of running across the Privateer some¬ 

where in that part of the pampas. 

Chance had brought them to the banks of the. river at 

this spot. It was a stroke of fortune. 

“There is no doubt but that we would have perished it 

we had not found you," said the colonel. 

“Well,” cried Frank, “we have all to he thankful that 

you did.” 

“Indeed, yes,” cried Bunee. “There must be no separa¬ 

tion again.” 

The party now all returned to the Privateer. 

Pomp produced some good food for the exhausted men. 

and they soon regained their strength and spirits. 

They had been compelled to leave their mining tools be¬ 

hind, but they had clung to their gold washings. The.-< 

amounted to the value of several thousand dollars. 

Bunco meanwhile had gone back to his explorations. 

Frank chancing to look around for him cried: 

“What has become of Bunco? He has disappeared." 

For a moment there was a thrill of alarm. 

But Frank and Hayden leaped down from the deck and 

ran to the spot where they had last seen him digging. 

There they found that a heavy slab of stone had been 

moved aside and stone steps were revealed leading down to 

underground chambers. 

At this moment Bunee appeared at the bottom of these 

steps, and cried: 

“ Come down here, all of you! I have made a big find !" 

Frank and Hayden sprang down into the place at once. 

They found themselves in an immense crypt with huge 

pillars of stone. At one end of the crypt there was a dais 

of stone and a series of devices emblazoned in dull metal 

upon the wall. 

The blazing sun, the moon and stars were there repre¬ 

sented. 

Also the figures of men and beasts. Upon the stone table 

before it there were curious images of metal and ornaments 

of stone and lignum vitae wood. 

This was doubtless a place of worship of the aborigines. 

It proved that they like the Incas and the Aztecs were wor¬ 

shipers of the sun. 

Astounded, the explorers gazed upon the seene. 

Then Bunco picked up one of the images and said : 

“It, is solid gold.” 

“Gold !” exclaimed the prospector, starting forward. 

“Yes,” replied the great explorer, “and so are those 

images blazoned on the wall. There is an immense fortune 

in this place.” 

“Hooray!” cried Hayden. “What’s the use of try in to 

wash it out of t.her sands when you can find it in big lumps 

like this?” 
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“You’re right!” cried the colonel. “Bunce, you are a 

lucky man. Come on. Hank, let us see if we can't have the 

'Mine kind of luck ?” 

"Hold on!" cried Bunco. ‘‘There's no need of ilmt. f 

don’t lay claim to all this. There shall be a fair division.” 

And this the distinguished traveler insisted upon. The 

gold was then removed to the Privateer. 

Some further quest was made but no such a find made. 

As Frank was impatient, the search was abandoned. 

Gathered once inure aboard the Privateer. Frank made a 

little speech. 

friends, he said, “we have visited Patagonia and 

crossed the Desert of Fire. Have we not achieved the pur¬ 

pose of our expedition ? 

“ We have!” replied Bunce. 

“ Have you all seen enough of this strange country ?” 

There was a moment of silence. Then unanimously came 

the response : 

“We have.” 

"Then suppose we start for home?” 

Home! This seemed a magic word at the moment. 

There was not a dissenting voice. . 

All were more than ready to go. It did not take long 

to make preparations. 

In a short time the Privateer was following the river 

down its course to the lake shore. 

Through the beechen woods they rolled and came to the 

colony of giants and their dugouts. The place was yet de¬ 

serted and nothing was seen of the barbarians. 

1 aking care to avoid any pitfall in the clearing, the Priva¬ 

teer kept on through the woods. At length they grew 

sparse, and again the open country was presented. 

But the scene was one which gave all a thrill of sur¬ 

prise. 

They emerged from the beechcn woods at the mouth of 

the river, to find that the spot was no longer the mouth of 

the river. 

The stream continued on between high banks of sand, far 

across a wet and glistening waste. 

But the waters of the lake were not there. They had 

vanished. 

The Privateer came to a dead stop. Frank rubbed his 
eyes. 

“Are we off our course?” he asked. “Is this the lake we 

left a short while ago?” 

“It's the same,” said Bunce, positively. “Here are our 

wheel marks." 

“Sure enough. Then it has suddenly dried up.” 

“No," said Colonel Codman. with conviction. “I have u 

theory. It has not dried up, but has simply shifted back to 

its former bed. in fact, these two lakes are but one, atid it 

has a faculty of in some strange manner abruptly shifting 

itself from one bed to the other.” 

“A most unique performance for a lake!” said Bunce. 

“That is true, but we must remember that this is a 

strange country with strange characteristics.” 

“Well! cried Frank. “On our way home we shall pass 

the southern lake, and il its basin is again filled we shall 

know this as a shifting lake for a veritable fact.” 

“Correct!” agreed the colonel, “that will prove our 

story.” 

The Privateer skirted the basin of the vanished lake. 

In a tew hours it was again following the river, which 

seemed to run trorn one lake into the other. 

Before sunset the shimmering waters were seen. The 

spot where the miners had encamped was visited. 

This proved beyond a doubt the shifting character of the 

lake. It was a phenomenon probably without a parallel in 

any other part of the world. 

But the thoughts of all were now of home. 

At least the crew of the Privateer were thus minded. 

Hayden and Codman, however, were anxious to make a set¬ 

tlement in Buenos Ayres. 

“I am stuck on South America,” declared Hayden. “1 

want tew do some prospectin’ in the Andes.” 

It was a long journey to Buenos Ayres. The incident* 

which befell the explorers and the scenes which they wit¬ 

nessed would fill a much larger volume than this. 

But in due time the South American city was reached. 

Here the party met with an ovation. 

The Gringos viewed the Privateer with interest and ad¬ 

miration. and Frank had many generous offers made for its 

purchase. 

But he decided to ship the machine home. and. conse¬ 

quently. it was packed in sections and placed aboard n New 

York steamer. 
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In due time the party reached Yankee land safely. Be¬ 

fore leaving Buenos Ayres the Incas’ gold was divided with 

Hayden and Codman. 

It seemed good indeed to set foot once more on American 

soil. Melville Bunce remained in New York, while Frank, 

with Barney and Pomp, went on to Readestown. 

But the distinguished traveler shook hands with the 

famous inventor and said: 

“I hope to enlist you in another enterprise of the kind 

some time, Frank.” 

“Perhaps so,” replied the young inventor. “Time will 

tell. However, we will not soon forget our trip to the 

strange country of the Desert of Fire.” 

“Indeed no!” replied Bunce, heartily. 

Barney, and Pomp were glad to get back to Readestown. 

But. they were ready for another expedition, which Frank 

already had half decided upon. 

Perhaps in the future we may learn the particulars of 

this. Until then let us write adieu. 

THE END. 
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WORK AND WIN. 
Tlie Best AAT eelvly Bublislied. 

THE NUMBERS ARE ALWAYS IN PRINT. 
READ ONE AND YOU WILL READ THEM ALL. 

* 

LATEST ISSUES: 
178 Fred Fearnot’s Great Struggle: or. Downing a Senator. 
170 Fred Fearnot's Jubilee: or, New Era’s Greatest Day. 
180 Fred Fearnot and Samson; or, "Who Runs This Town?" 
181 Fred Fearnot and the Rioters; or. Backing Up the Sheriff. 
182 Fred Fearnot and the Stage Robber; or. His Chase for a Stolen 

Diamond. . 
183 Fred Fearnot at Cripple Creek; or. The Masked Fiends of the 

Mines. 
184 Fred Fearnot and the Vigilantes; or, Up Against the Wrong 

Man. 
185 Fred Fearnot in New Mexico; or. Saved by Terry Olcott. 
180 Fred Fearnot in Arkansas; or, The Queerest of All Adventures. 
187 Fred Fearnot in Montana : or. The Dispute at Rocky Hill. 
188 Fred Fearnot and the Mayor; or. The Trouble at Snapping 

Shoals. 
180 Fred Fearnot's Big Hunt; or. Camping on the Columbia River. 
190 Fred Fearnot's Hard Experience; or. Roughing it at Red Gulch. 
101 Fred Fearnot Stranded; or, How Terry Olcott Lost the Money. 
192 Fred Fearnot in the Mountains ; or, Held at Bay by Bandits. 
103 Fred Fearnot's Terrible Risk; or, Terry Olcott's Reckless Ven¬ 

ture. • 

104 Fred Fearnot's Last Card : or. The Game that Saved His Life. 
195 Fred Fearnot and the Professor ; or. The Man Who Knew it All. 
196 Fred Fearnot's Big Scoop ; or, Beating a Thousand Rivals. 
107 Fred Fearnot and the Raiders: or. Fighting for His Belt. 
198 Fred Fearnot's Great Risk ; or, One Chance in a Thousand. 
199 Fred Fearnot as a Sleuth ; or. Running Down a Slick Villain. 
200 Fred Fearnot's New Deal: or. Working for a Banker. 
201 Fred Fearnot in Dakota ; or, The Little Combination Ranch. 
202 Fred Fearnot and the Road Agents; or, Terry Olcott's Cool 

Nerve. 
203 Fred Fearnot and the Amazon; or. The Wild Woman of the 

Plains. 
204 Fred Fearnot's Training School; or, How to Make a Living. 
205 Fred Fearnot and the Stranger; or, The Long Man who was 

Short. 
206 Fred Fearnot and the Old Trapper; or, Searching for a Lost 

Cavern. 
207 Fred Fearnot in Colorado: or. Running a Sheep Ranch. 
208 Fred Fearnot at the Bali: or. The Girl in the Green Mask. 
209 Fred Fearnot and the Duellist; or. The Man Who Wanted to 

210 Fred8Fearnot on the Stump ; or. Backing an Old Veteran. 
211 Fred Fearnot's New Trouble; or, Up Against a Monopoly. 
212 Kred Fearnot as Marshal; or, Commanding the Peace. 
213 Fred Fearnot and "Wally".; or, The Good Natured Bully of 

B&d&[6r ® 
214 Fred Fearnot and the Miners: or. The Trouble At Coppertown. 
215 Fred Fearnot and the "Blind Tigers': or, . ore Ways Than One. 
216 Fred Fearnot and the Hindoo; or. The Wonderful Juggler at 

Coppertown. 
217 Fred Fearnot Snow Bound ; or, Fun with Pericles Smith. 
218 Fred Fearnot's Great Fire Fight; or, Rescuing a Prairie School. 
219 Fred Fearnot in New Orleans: or. Up Against the Mafia. 
220 Fred Fearnot and the Haunted House; or, Unraveling a Great 

221 Fred5 Fearnot on the Mississippi; or, The Blackleg s Murderous 

222 Fred Fearnot's Wolf Hunt: or. A Battle for Life ,n 
223 Fred Fearnot and the "Greaser ; or. The light to Death with 

224 FredrFearnot in Mexico; or, Fighting the- Revolutionists. 
225 Fred Fearnot’s Daring Bluff: or. Ihe Nerve that Saved ills Life. 
226 Fred Fearnot and the Grave Digger; or, The Mystery of a Ceme- 

227 Fred Fearnot's Wall Street Deal; or, Between the Bulls and the 

228 Fred Fearnot and "Mr. Jones" ; or. The Insurance Man In 

229 Fred Fearnot's Big Gift; or, A Week at Old Avon. 
230 Fred Fearnot and the “Witch"; or, Exposing an Old Fraud. 
231 Fred Fearnot's Birthday: or, A Big Time at New Era. 
232 Fred Fearnot and the Sioux Chief; or, Searching for a Lost 

Girl. 
233 Fred Fearnot's Mortal Enemy ; or. The Man on the Black Hocae. 
234 Fred Fearnot at Canyon Castle; or, Entertaining His Friends. 
235 Fred Fearnot and the Commanche; or. Teaching a Redskin a 

Lesson. 

Scheme. 
___t Know. 

239 Fred Fearnot's Rough Riders ; or, Driving Out the Squatters. 
240 Fred Fearnot and the Black Fiend; or. Putting Down a Riot. 
241 Fred Fearnot in Tennessee; or. The Demon of the Mountains. 
242 Fred Fearnot and the "Terror" ; or, Calling Down a Bad Man. 
243 Fred Fearnot in West Virginia; or, Helping the Revenue Agents. 
°44 Fred Fearnot and His Athletes; or, A Great Charity Tour. 
245 Fred Fearnot's Strange Adventure; or. The Queer Old Man of the 

Mountain. 
246 Fred Fearnot and the League; or, Up Against a Bad Lot. 
247 Fred Fearnot’s W'onderfui Race; or. Beating a Horse on loot. 
248 Fred Fearnot and the Wrestler; or, Throwing a Great Champion. 
249 Fred Fearnot and the Bankrupt; or. Ferreting Out a 1 raud ‘ 
250 Fred Fearnot as a Redskin; or, Trailing a Captured Girl. 
251 Fred Fearnot and the “Greenhorn ; or, looled for Once in His 

252 FredrFearnot and the Bloodhounds: or, Tracked by Mistake. 
253 Fred Fearnot's Boy Scouts: or. Hot Times in the Rockies 
~~ . .. rv---J XX’ nlf Wol I Hfroot- • BP A Sin a rt Boy 254 Fred Fearnot and the Waif of Wall Street; or, 

Broker 
255 Fred Fearnot’s Buffalo Hunt; or. The Gamest Boy in the West. 
256 Fred Fearnot and the Mill Boy ; or. A Desperate Dash for Life. 
257 Fred Fearnot’s Great Trotting Match ; or. Beating the Record. 
258 Fred Fearnot and the Hidden Marksman; or, The Mystery of 

Thunder Mountain. .. 
259 Fred Fearnot’s Boy Champion; or, Fighting for His Rights. 
260 Fred Fearnot and the Money King; or, A Big Deal in Wall 

261 FredF<Feamot’s Gold Hunt; or, The Boy Trappers of Goose Lake. 
262 Fred Fearnot and the Ranch Boy; or, Lively Times with the 

Broncho Busters. _ _ . 
263 Fred Fearnot after the Sharpers; or, Exposing a Desperai 

Game. _ , 
264 Fred Fearnot and the Firebugs; or. Saving a City. i 
265 Fred Fearnot in the Lumber Camps; or, Hustling in the Bad 

woods 
266 Fred Fearnot and the Orphan ; or. The Luck of a Plucky Boy. 
267 Fred Fearnot at Forty Mile Creek; or, Knocking About in the 

West. 
269 Fred Fearnot and the Boy Speculator; or. From a Dollar to a 

Million. . „ , .. 
269 Fred Fearnot's Canoe Club: or. A Trip on the Mississippi. 
279 Fred Fearnot and the Errand Boy: or. Bound to Make Money. 
271 Fred Fearnot's Cowboy Guide: or. The Perils of Death Valley. 
272 Fred Fearnot and the Sheep Herders; or. Trapping the Ranch 

Robbers. 
27 3 Fred Fearnot on the Stage; or, Before the Footlights for Charity. 
27 4 Fred Fearnot and the Masked Baud; or. The Fate of the Mountain Ex¬ 

press. 
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•ndTrUb.' Also end men's "jokes. Just the thing for borne ainuse- 

®rNo %"» ThTbOY8WOK NEW YORK MINSTREL GLIDE 
•\\li iOKE BOOK.—Some!hiug new and very instructive. Every 
;.o‘v should obtain ibis book, as it contains full instructions for or¬ 
ganizing au amateur minstrel troupe 

Ne & MU inM)VS JOKES.—This is one of tbc most original 
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It 
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of 
Terrence Muldoon. the great wit, humorist and practical joker of 
the day Every bov who can enjoy a good substantial joke should 

00 No' 79C°l! O \ V "to 11 Vt ECO ME AN ACTOR.-Containing com¬ 
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the 
stage- together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter, 
Bcetiic Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager. 

No. 80. Gl'S WILLIAMS- JOKE BOOK—Containing the hit- 
sit jokes anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and 
sver popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome 
fflolored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 
No. 18. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN—Containing 

?ull instructions for constructing a window garden either in town 
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful 
flowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub¬ 
lished. , 

No. 30. HOW TO COOK —One of the most instructive books 
on cooking wer published. It contains recipes for rooking meats, 
6sb, game and oysters: also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of 
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular 
cooks. 

No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.—It contains information for 
everybody, boys, girls, men and women; it will teach you how to 
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments, 
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 
No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.—A de¬ 

scription of the wonderful uses of electricity aud electro magnetism ; 
together with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries, 
etc. By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il¬ 
lustrations. 

No. 04. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con- 
> taining full directions for making electrical machines, induction 
coils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity. 
By R. A. R. Bennett. Fullv illustrated. 
$ No. 07. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a 
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks, 
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 
No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST. By Harry 

Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading 
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi¬ 
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the 
•rt. and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the 
greatest book ever published, and there’s millions (of fun l in it. 

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A 
very valuable little book just published. A complete compendium 
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable 
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the 
money than any book published. 

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little 
I book, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle, 

bacKgammon. croquet, dominoes, etc. 
N°- 36. HOW TO SOL\ E CONUNDRUMS.—Containing all 

.ine leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches 
and witty sayings. 

I N°- 5~ HOW TO PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handv little 
book, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre. Crih- 
bage. Casino, Forty-five, Rotmce. Pedro Snnoho, Draw I’oker, 
Auction I itch. All rours and many other popular games of cards. 

No. 66. HOW TO DO PI ZZLES.—Containing over three huu- 
arec interesting puzzles and conundrums with key to same A 
aomplete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

„ ETIGPJETTE. 
No. 13. HOW TO DO IT: OR. BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.—It 

.ii f . hfc secri't. and one that every young man desires to know 
All about. There’s happiness in it. 

inltfj, JO BEHAVE— Containing the rules and eti- 
k® .*°°" society and the easiest and most approved methods 
I „ . PPsaring to good advantage at parties, halls, the theatre, church 
\anti in the drawing-room. 

*' V o~ ~ declamation. 
T0 FECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS. 

I ^popular selections in use. comprising Dutch 

With4any^itaqdard<'rekdlings'^ ^ dia,eCt pieces’ t0*eth,'r 

PRICE 10 CENTS EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS. 

Address FRANK TOUSEY. Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 

No 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER. Contai-.tug four- 
»e«>n illustration*, giviii# tht* different positions rc<ftilhit<* to become 

and poetry, arrang'-d in the mon 

ij'^GIvIng rules for conducting dc 
ions for discussion, and the b«» 
on the questions given. 

SOCIETY. 
No 3 HOW TO FLIRT.—The arts and wiles of flirtation V 

fullv'explained by this little hook. Besides the various methods © 
handkerchief, fan. glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, It con 
tains u full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which » 
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy 

without one. .... , . . ___ 
No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome 

little hook just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instnic 
lions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ballroom and at parties, 
how to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square 
dances. , ,, . , 

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.—A complete guide to lovs, 
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette 
to be observed, with many curious aud interesting things not geo 
erally known. , 

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.—Containing full instruction in th« 
art of dressing and appearing well at home and absoad, giving th* 
selections of colors, materia), and how to have litem made up. 

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.—One of the 
brightest ami most valuable little books ever given to the world 
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male *n' 
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this booN 
and be convinced bow to become beautiful. 

BIRDS AND ANIMALS. 
No. 7. HOW’ TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illustrated an-- 

containing full instructions for the management and training of th^ 
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc. 

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS. POULTRY, PIGEONS AN£ 
RABBITS.—A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illutt 
trated. By Ira Drofraw. 

No. 40. IIOW’ TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS—Including hint 
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birdt- 
Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington- 
Keene. 

No. 50. nOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS—A vale 
able book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting 
and preserving birds, animals and insects. 

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.—Giving com¬ 
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keeping, 
taming, breeding and managing all kinds of pets: also giving fnl! 
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty 
eight illustrations, making it the most complete book of the Uk 
ever published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 
No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A useful and li 

strut-live book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry; also ex¬ 
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, anti 
directions for making fireworks, colored fires and gas balloonr. 
This book cannot be equaled. 

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete handbook fe> 
making all kinds of eandv. ice cream, syrups, essences, etc. etc. 

No. 19. FRANK TOUSEY’S UNITED STATES DISTANCE 
TABLES, POCKET COMPANION AND GUIDE.—Giving th; 
official distances on all the railroads of the United States ant 
Canada. Also table of distances by water to foreign ports, hacb 
faros in the principal cities, reports of the census, etc., etc., making 
it one of the most complete and handv books published. 

No. 38. MOW TO BECOME YOl’R OWN DOCTOR.—A woa 
derful book, containing useful and practical information in the 
treatment of ordinary diseases aud ailments common to evert 
family. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general cow- 
plaints. 

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.—Cob 
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging 
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 58. IIOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.—By Old King Brad; 
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable 
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventures’ 
anil experiences of well-known detectives. 

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.—Contafa 
tng useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it 
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and otfca 

1 ransparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W De W 
Abney. 

pwh-42- 5°y.T° BECOME A WEST POINT MI LI TAB'S 
LADL I.—Containing full explanations how to gain admittance 
course of Study, Examinations. Duties, Staff of Officers, Port, 
(itiard, r_o!tce_Regulations, Fire Department, and all a hoe oh™,!* ,,_, . ,, . -department, and all a bov’shouB 
know to he a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, author, 
of How to Become a Naval Cadet.” 

No 63. IIOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.-Complete !* 
frictions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Nave. 
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, descriptlsf 
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everythin* » W 
should know to become an officer in the United States Navv <3oZl 
piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of “How to 
West Point Military Cadet.” Become 13 



Containing Stories of Adventures on Land, Sea. and in the Air. 
BY “KroKTAME.” 

EACH NUMBER IN A HANDSOMELY ILLUMINATED COVER 

A 32-PAGE BOOK FOR FIVE CENTS. 
All our readers know Frank Reade, Jr., the greatest inventor of the age, and his two fun-loving chums, Barney 

and Pomp. The stories published in this magazine contain a true account of the wonderful and exciting 

adventures of the famous inventor, with his marvellous flying machines, electrical overland engines, and his extra¬ 

ordinary submarine boats. Each number is a rare treat. Tell your newsdealer to get you a copy. 

LATEST ISSUES. | 43 Around the Arctic Circle: or. Frank Reade Jr. s Famous Flight 
With Ills Air Ship. , T, . 

44 Frank Reade Jr.’s Search for the Silver Whale: or, Under the 

17 In the Great Whirlpool: or. Frank Reade. Jr.’s Strange Adventures I _ Pp?5j[ajLa^ethjrEand' His Electric Car: or. Outwitting a Desperate 
in n Snhmnr np Rnnt cau 

Hi Flunk Reade. Jr., and 11 is Engine of the Clouds: or, Chased | 
Around the World in the Sky. 

in a Submarine Boat. 
18 Chased Across the Sahara : or. Frank Reade, Jr., After a Bedouin's 

Captive. 
. IVaaI 11) Six Weeks in the Clouds: or, Frank Reade, Jr.’s Air-Ship the 
"Thunderbolt." 

20 Around the World Under Water: or, The Wonderful Cruise of a 
Submarine Boat. 

21 The Mystic Brand: or, Frank Reade, Jr., and His Overland Stage. 
22 Frank Reade. Jr.'s Electric Air Racer: or. Around the Globe in 

Thirty Days. 
23 The Sunken I'lrate : or. Frank Reade, Jr., in Search of a Treasure 

at the Bottom of the Sea. 
24 Frank Reade. Jr.’s Magnetic Gun Carriage: or. Working for the 

U. S. Mail. 
23 Frank Iteade. Jr., and His Electric Ice Ship: or. Driven Adrift 

in the Frozen Sky. 
26 Frank Reade. Jr.'s Electric Sea Engine; or, Hunting for a Sunken 

Diamond Mine. 
27 The Black Range: or, Frank Reade, Jr., Among the Cowboys with 

His Electric Caravan. 
28 Over the Andes with Frank Reade, Jr., in His New Air-Ship: or, 

Wild Adventures iu I'eru. 
20 Frank Reade. Jr., Exploring a Submarine Mountain; or. Lost at the 

Bottom of the Sea. 
30 Adrift in Africa: or, Frank Reade, Jr., Among the Ivory Hunters 

with His New Electric Wagon. 
31 Frank Reade, Jr.'s Search for a Lost Man in His Latest Air 

Wonder. 
32 Frank Reade. Jr.’s Search for the Sea Serpent: or. Six Thousand 

Miles Under the Sea. , „ , 
33 Frank Reade. Jr.'s I’rairie Whirlwind: or, The Mystery of the 

Hidden Canyon. 
34 Around the Horizon for Ten Thousand Miles: or. Frank Reade. 

Jr.'s Most Wonderful Trip. . „ , , 
33 Lost in the Atlantic Valley; or. Frank Reade, Jr., and his Won¬ 

der. the “Dart." .... , 
36 Frank Reade. Jr.’s Desert Explorer: or. The Lnderground City 

of the Sahara. _ , „ , . _ 
37 Lost in the Mountains of the Moon: or, Frank Reade. Jr.s Great 

Trip with the "Scud." 
38 Under the Amazon for a Thousand Miles. 
3S) Frank Iteade. Jr.'s Clipper of the Prairie: or. Fighting the Apaches 

in the Southwest. . , 
40 The Chase of a Comet: or. Frank Reade. Jr.s Aerial I rip with 

the "Flash.’ 
41 Across 

ter. 

4G To the End of the Earth: or. Frank Reade Jr.’s Great Mid-Air 

47 The1 Massing Island: or. Frank Reade Jr.’s Voyage Under the Sea. 
48 Frank Reade. Jr., in Central India: or. the Search for the Lost 

Savants. . ., .. . Aj 
40 Frank Reade. Jr. Fighting the Terror of the Coast. j 
50 100 Miles Below the Surface of the Sea: or. The Marvelous Trip/ 

of Frank Reade, Jr. ^ . J 
51 Abandoned in Alaska: or. Frank Reade. Jr.s Thrilling search fori 

a Lost Gold Claim. , , . . , Wj 
52 Frank Reade. Jr.’s Twenty-Five Thousand Mile Trip in the Air. 
53 Under the Yellow Sea: or. Frank Reade, Jr.’s Search for the Cave 

of Pearls. 
54 From the Nile to the Niger: or, Frank Reade, Jr. Lost in the 

Soudan. _ . „ . . _ 
55 The Electric Island: or. Frank Reade. Jr.s Search for the Greatest 

Wonder on Earth. 
50 The Underground Sea: or. Frank Reade. Jr.s Subterranean Cruise. 
57 From Tropic to Tropic: or. Frank Reade. Jr.’s Tour With His 

Bicycle Car. _ , , . _ 
58 Lost in a Comet’s Tail: or. Frank Reade. Jr.s Strange Adven¬ 

ture With His Air-ship. , . , „ 
50 Under Four Oceaus: or. Frank Reade. Jr.s Submarine Chase of 

a “Sea Devil.*' 
00 The Mysterious Mirage: or. Frank Reade. Jr.'s Desert Search for 

a Secret City. 
61 Latitude 00 Degrees; or, Frank Reade. Jr.’s Most Wonderful Mid- # 

Air Flight. ” 1 
62 Lost in the Great Undertow : or. Frank Reade. Jr.'s Submarine 

Cruise in the Gulf Stream. > 
63 Across Australia with Frank Reade. Jr.; or. in His New FlectnCv 

Car. _ 
61 Over Two Continents: or. Frank Reade. Jr.'s Long Distance 

Flight. 
65 Under the Equator; or. Frank Reade. Jr.’s Greatest Submarine Voyage. 
66 Astray in the Selvas; or The Wild Experiences of Frank Ileade, Jr., in 

South America. 
67 In the Wild Man’s Land; or. With Frank Reade, Jr., in the Heart of 

Australia. 
68 From Coast to Coast; or. Frank Reade. Jr.'s Trip Across Africa. 
69 Beyond the Gold Coast; or. Frank Reade. Jr.’s Overland Trip. 
7 0 Across ttie Earth; or. Frank Reade. Jr.’s Latest Trip With His New Air 

"Flash ” ! Ship, 
the Frozen Sen: or. Frank Reade Jr.’s Electric Snow Cut- ( 7 1 Six Weeks Buried in a Deep Sea Cave; or, Frank Reade. Jr.’s Great Sub¬ 

marine Search. 
42 Frank Kemle Jr/s Electric Buckhoard ; or. Thrilling Adventures in | 72 Across the Desert of Fire; or Frank Reade, Jr.’s Marvelous Trip in a 

North Australia. Strange Country. 

l-’or Sale by All Newsdealers, or will be Sent to Any Address on Receipt of Price, 5 Cents per Copy, by 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 

IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS 
of our Libraries ar.rl cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill 
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the pri 
turn mail. POSTAGE STAMPS T AKI1. 

price of the books you want and we will send them to you by re- 
N TIIE SAME AS MONEY. 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New i ork. . 
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